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Dramatis Perſons. 


EAR, King of Britain. 
King of France. 
Dake of Burgundy, 
Duke of Cornwall. 
Dube of Albany. 
Earl of Gloſter. 
Earl of Kent. 
Edgar, Son to Gloſter. 
Edmund, Baſtard Son ro Gloſter. | 
Curan, 4 Comrticr. | 
Dotlor. 
Fool. 
Steward to Gonerill. 


Gonerill, ) 
Regan, © Danger o Lear. 
Cordelia, 


K:.izhts attending on the King, Officers, Meſſene 
gers, Soldiers and Attendants: 


SCENE Hee in Britain, b 
2 ſh, 

he 

KING] © 


KING LEAR. 


— — 


ACT I. SCENE 1. 


SCENE A Palace. 


Enter Kent, Gloſter, and Edmund the Baſtard. 


KENT, 


Thought the King had more affected 
the Dake of Albany, than Cornwall. 

Glo, It did always ſeem ſo to us: 
But now in the Diviſion of the King- 
dom, it appears not which of t 
Dukes he values moſt; for Qualities 

— == are ſo weigh'd, that Curiolity in nei- 
ther, can make choice of cither's moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your Son, my Lord? 

Glo. His breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge. I have 
ſo often bluſh'd to acknowledge him, that now I am 
braz'd to'r. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. | 

Glo. Sir, this young Fellow's Mother could ; whe 
ſhe grew round womb'd, and had indeed, Sir, a Son for 
her Cradle, ere ſhe had a Husband for her Bed. Do you 
ſmell à Fault? 

Kent. I cannot wiſh the Fault undone, the Iſſue of it 


being ſo proper. 
S509 proper $7 | Gh 


8 "gz" =Y 2 King . 1 E 2 5 


Glo. But I have a Son, Sir, by order bf Law, ſome Vear 
elder than this; who yet is no dearer in my Account. 
though this Knave came ſomewhat ſawcily to the World 
before he was ſent for; Vet was his Mother fair, there 


was good ſport at his making, and the whorſon muſt be 


acknowledged. Do you know this Nobleman, Edinund? 
Baſt. No, my Lord. | 
Glo: My Lord of Kent; 

Remember him hereafter, as my honourable Friend. 
Baft. My Services to your Lordſhip. 
Kent. I muſt love you, and ſue to * you better. 
Baſz. Sir, I ſhall ſtudy deſerving. 


Glo, He hath been out nine Years, and away he ſhall a- 


gain. The King is coming. | 
Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, Regan, 
Cordelia, and Attendants. | 
Lear. Attend the Lords of France and Burgundy, Gloſter. 
Glo. I ſhall, my Lord. ED [ Exit, 
Tear. Mean time we ſhall expreſs our darker purpoſe, 
Give me'the Map here. Know, that we have divided 
Into three, our Kingdom; and tis our faſt intent, 
To ſhake all cares and buſineſs from our Age, 
Conferring them on younger ſtrengths, while we 
Unburthen'd crawl toward Death. Our Son of Cornwall, 
And you our no leſs loving Son of Albany, h 
We have this hour a conſtant will to publiſh 
Our Daugiters ſeveral! Dowers, that future ſtrife 


May be prevented row. The Princes, France and Burgundy, 


Great Rivals in cur younger Daughter's Lore, 

Long in our Court have made their amorocs ſojourn, 
And here are fo be anſwer d. Tell me, my Daughters, 
Since now we will diveſt us both of Rule, 


* Intereſt of Territory, Cares of State, 


Which of you ſhall we ſay doth love us moſt; 
That we, our largeſt bounty may extend 

Where Nature doth with Merit challenge. Generill 
Our eldeſt born, ſpeak firſt. 

Gon. Sir, I love you more than word can weild the matter, 
Dearer than Eye-fight, ſpace, and liberty, 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare, . 

No 


— 2 
—— —————— JsU:T—¾ = — - 


A 
1. 


dy, 


er, 


No 


King Leak 


No leſs than Life, with Grace, Health, Beauty, Honour: 


As much as Child e'er lov'd, or Father found. 
A Love that makes breath poor, and ſpeech unable, 
Beyond all manner of ſo much I love you. 

Cor. What ſhall Cordelia ſpeak? Love, and be ſilent. 


Lear. Of all theſe bounds, even from this Line, to this 


With ſhadowy Foreſts, and with Champions rich'd, 
With plenteous Rivers, and wide-skirted Meads. 
We make thee Lady. To thine and Albany's Iſſues 
Be this perpetual. What ſays our ſecond Daughter, 
Our deareſt Regan, Wife of Cornwall? | 
Reg. I am. made of that ſelf. metal as my Siſter, 
And prize me at her worth. -In my true Heart, 
find ſhe names my very deed of Love: 
Only ſhe comes too ſhort, that I profeſs 


My felt an Enemy to all other Joys, 


Which the moſt precious ſquare of ſenſe proſeſſes, 
And find I am alone felicitate | | 
In your dear Highneſs love. 
Cor.. Then. poor Cordelia! 
And yet not fo, ſince | am ſure my Love's 
More ponderous than my Tongue. 
Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair Kingdom, 
No leſs in ſpace, validity, and pleaſure, 
Than that confer'd on Gonerill. Now our Joy, 
Although our laſt and leaſt; to whoſe young Love, 
The Vines of France, and Yo of Burgundy, 
Strive to be intereſt : WhatFcan you ſay, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your Siſters? ſpeak. 
Cor. Nothing my Lord. 
Lear. Nothing? 
Cor, Nothing. | : 
Lear. Nothing will come of nothing. ſpeak again. 
Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My Heart into my Mouth: I love your Majeſty 
According to my Bond, no more nor leſs. 


Lear. How, how, Cordelia? Mend your ſpeech a little, 


Left you may mar your Fortunes. 
Cor, (500d, my Lord, 
- 1 


nas... 


is King Lua u. 


Von have begot me, bred me, lord me. 
I return thole Duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you, love you, and moſt honour you. 
Why haye my Siſters Husbands, if they ay 
They love you all? Happily when 1 ſhall wed, | 
That Lord, whole Ha „ jy ny TR, all cart | 
Half my Love with him, half my Care, and Duty. 


Bure 1 ſhall N like my Siſters. 
—_—  - Pic gas they Heart with this? 
Cor. Ay, my good Lord. 1277 
Lear. So young, and ſo untender? | 
Cor. So young, my Lord, and true. 
Lear. Let it be Io, the Truth then be thy Dowre: 
For by the ſacred radiance of the Sun, 
The Myſteries of Hecate, and the Night, 
By all the Operations of the Orbs, be 
rom whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be, 
Here 1 diſclaim all my paternal Care, | 
Propinquity and Property of Blood, oy 
And as a Stranger to my Heart and me, | 
Hold thee from this for ever. The Barbarous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his Generation, Meſſes 
To gorge his ite, ſhall to my Boſom 
Be as well nei d. pitied, and reliev'd, 
As thou my ſometime Daughter. | 
| Lear. Peace, Kent! - 3 | | 
Come not between the and his Wrath; _ 
I lov'd her moſt, and to ſet my Reſt | ( 
On her kind Nurſery. Hence, and avoid my ſight!----[To Car. 
So be my Grave my Peace, as here 1 give | 
Her Father's Heart from her; call France; who ſtirs? , 
Call Bf] — Cornwall, nad Albany, 3 
With my two Daughters Dowyres, digeſt the third, 
Let Pride, which e calls Plainneſs, marry her: | 
do inveſt you jointly with my Power, 
Preheminence, and all the large Effects 


r 


— 


rr r 


2 


That troop with * Our ſelf b monthly courſe ' 


With reſeryation of an hundred 


By you to be ſuſtain'd, hall our 


| 
. . 


— 


King LI MK 
Make with you turn, enly we ſhall retain Bit 1 
Revenue, Executias of the reſt; - 
| Beloved Sons, be yours, which to — 

Kent. Royal Lear, 
whom I hive over dune cos 
And as my Patron thought an in m Prayers —— r 

2 p 
The of my Heart; be Ln unmannerly, 3 40] 
When Lear is mad; mb wouldft thou do; old Man?. 
When Power to Flatrery bows? 

To Plainneſs Honour's bound, 

And in thy beſt conlideration, check * 

This hideous raſtneſ ; anfwcr m Lake wy jadgaant, 
W 

— hllownes. 


2 

The Name, and — 00 «King: . SY: 
This Coronet part beroveeni you. 
Lov'd as dy Father, us nry Maſter EY 

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
Think thou thar Duty Quall have dread to peak, 

When dj fk is Poly ere thy See, 

— — Lost lese thee leafh, 

Lear. Run, Sr 


4 


* 


1 <% a ail , 
ao | . 
y 1 1 = 


Ten:. My Life 1 never beig but as 2 
err a 
Thy Safety being Motive. e 0 


9 2 a 3%. | 
Lear. Out — Bend e ua! dab <A 


and thy thy Tor befons 


— e, — Log Nb 320 855 
Of whilh Len ren clamour ous Thus," | "un 
II ten thee thou dot evil. N OY bY mes. 


Lear. Hear me Retwabne; un dis Su: > "OY 
** * 


e f 3 


* 


. 


= King Lk An. 
Which we aun aber yer} and with ind Pride] 1e 


To come betwirt bur Sentence and our PO. Ü r. oy 
Which, nor our Nature, nor our * N I 
Our Potency made good, take ti Re ward. Sr 
Five days we do allot thee for Proviſion q, ẽ 2 5 


To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the World. 4. vel 1.2644 


— 


And on the fixth to turn thy hated Back : ors 


Upon our Kingdom; if the tenth Day following, - 
4 banifht Tonk Del in” by Jr. $ Vn en bf 
Moment t a ous: TI vv 3 
1G 
Kent. Fare ther well, King, Sch thus thou wilt err 
Freeiloni lives hence; and Baniſhmenc is here:: 


The Gods ta ber dent peter take thee, Mad. 


That juſtly think ſt, and haſt moſt rightly ſaidd e! 
And = OS Speeches may your Deeds a approve, T 
That t good Effects may ſpring from Wards al Lere. 

Thus Kent, O Princes bids: you all adieu. ; 
 He'-ihape his old Coutſe in 2 Country new- : $1 (Exits. 


Buer Gloſter, - wich France and n and. Attendant, 


Cor. Here's: Francd and Burgundy,! m r 
Lear. My Lord of Burgundy, * —— SIE 
We firſt addreſs toward you, who, with his 2 I 
Hath riyall'd for our Daughter; vrhat in the leaſt 
Will you-require: in preſent-Dowere with het., e on 


Or ceaſe your Queſt of Loye? ; vv el vite 


Bur. Malt Royal Majeſty, BET 8 
I crave nega what you Highnls offer, 6 * 
Nor will you tenger leſs. Sv. 26 de Acad $017 117 

Lear. Right noble Burgundy, — 4 Foy 4s . 4 44.4 
When ſhe was dear to us we held ber ſoo OY 
But now her price is fall u Sir, there ſhe Rand, 

If ought:wiua ther lit ſeeming ing Subſtance, * 
of it with our dee e 


And oerbec ee. ey Ain ie your Oe. 10 N 


. and ſhe ir rs. 3 410 145 1 
an * 


ei ane, 
adopted: to · our hate, 971 16 3H wil 


_— 1 


+ nen, 421 12 wo = 8 75 2 us 
CN 


«  wS@/re©o 


"EEO>RPUORNG HWY Mig mw mv 


King ik AR. Y 13. 
Dowr'd. wich gur Gürd mütd Manger d withvur-Ouch, + 


Take leave, or leave herr 2 
Bur. Pardon me, Royal Sir. "MA N —4 

Election males noꝶ eln fuck” Obnditions. i us 1 
Lear. Then leave her; Sir goth nals, 


I tell you all her Wealth. For you, great ERg, - we 
hk a ſttay , 


] would not from ybur Love make | 
To match you where ij hate; therefore beſeech mers "= 
Tayert your liking a more. worthiet ways. ner An 
Than on a Wretch whom Nature i aſham'd 21 wh 
Almoſt acknowledge bers. 1 1:41 3912 
Fra. This is moſt ſtrange! mA wid 5d 100 ut | 


That ſhe, 'who even but nom, was your beſt Object. 
Þ 20 Argument of your Praiſe, balm of your A . 
he bel the deareſt. ſhould in this trice of time 
| Commit a thing ſo; monſtrous, to diſmantle  * ; af] 
| So many fuldb of Favour ;; ſure her Offence | ted 400 
| r reggae 85 2 . 
p Ga x or your 
l into Taint; which 20; believe of ker, no) be 
Muſt be a, Faith, that ueaſon without: miracle 
1 Should never plant in me. eie dient, 1 ry ne?) 
Cor. 1 yet beſeech our Majeſty. 13 2 af 12-5 4 vt 
1 [ want that and oily Art; 1 „ 


1 „ — aokat ie. : 
hs I do't Oe befor + 05 1 


It is no vicious blot, — 2&}o 0% 1 1d 
No unchaſte Action, 9 £21110 teten 
That hath depriv d 2 c and Fay Favoar, te 
But eren for want o {. thas;! [Lamricher, , 


A ſtill ſollicitir an onindegga * 145 


- That 1 am glad I have not; though not. e haet 
Hath loſt me in vor Iiking-. ie ons. 293112 A an Ha 
Lear. Better thou ade 120 ak nt oy 
Hadft not been born, than not hang plear'd: g be 
0 Fra. Is it but thizd A lardineſa 3 Aale 157 14 


C3 Which often leaves the, Biſtory poke: i $219 Der I 
"1 That it intends to do; my * * tw 91.2 02 
What fay you to the Lady ee nt Lνẽ .. 


4 . ic is mingled wich regards that tand. I 


— 


— - 2 "4a — — — . 


0... King Luan zh 
eee e i 


She is herſelf a Dowry- 
Bur. Royal King. 
Give but — — ortion 


ms ro. 


ite Severn, 1 am firm. 


Lear. 
Bur. —_— then you dere ſo loſt a Facher, 


muſt loſe Nieser & HTK 1153 3 * 

= a NGO 7 TIS 190" 

| RAW 21006 0 
— " , g* 


. FS 
gore on i: 


ei ol 


noble v7 
farewell to your 
= ve Jede oorFather, — Byes 


e 100 Phi 
* 17 >| * 


I would 

80 farewell e wen eb. 
Reg. Preſeribe not u 
Gon. Let 


g 2:07 76) „811 


8332 + 03004-1239 al 0 n 


» 6 
174 
1 J 
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4 * 
4 4 


2 0 * 


K has Te 


King L A A R. on 


se to content your Lord, who bath reteived you // 
| At Fortunes Alms ; you have Obedience ſcanted, 
And well are worth the want thar SE id rooted, - 


Cer. r= 


Who covers Faults, at laſt with 


W 1 you rey e 19) 
me my "and Cor: 
— Siſter, it's IN have to on eg 
Of what moſt nearly ins to us both 
I think our Father wi go hence to Night.” N 10; 
Reg. That's moſt certäin, and with you; next Month 


with us. 

Gon. l You ſes bow full of Changes oger kid Ages, cheoblcr. 
r —— 1 deen little; hah 
our Siſter moſt, an whar gment 

no caſt ber off, a 1 
* Reg. *Tis the Infrm of his Age yet he hatherer 
8 but lenderly known hi wn 
ber Gon. A rd Gondeft of un ne fark been br 
rv 3 ai his Nenne 
ce ImperfeCtions of long engra dition, but there- 
4 withal the vaywardnefs, that infirm and cholerick 
Tears bring with them. 

i Reg. Such unconſtant fart; are we liketo bare em hin, 
x e There is eee f leave-taking, be. 
Wo Top, There is Co 0 | 
30 tween France and him; pray you let us ſit together, I our 
Ferber carry Authorit by, with uch Difpofition as be heut, 
un, this laſt Brender of is will but offend w. 

15 Reg. We ſhall further think of irt. 
on We muſtdo 1 and rb Heat, . 
15 | Enter Baſtard with a Letter. 

«99 Baſt. Thou Nature art my Goddeſs, to thy Law © 


* I My Services are bound; wherefore ſhould 1 815 
> I Stand in the Plague of Cuſtom, and permit 
*,.. I The curiolity of Nations to deprive me, 


For that I am Tome twe ye, of fourteen ines, © 
of a Brother? Why Baſtard? IN 6? 3 

deen deren ar 28 well compact, 8 
ld a neon, ad my Sig ra "= 


ST 


% 


977 


16 | King L EAR. 


| As honeſt Madam's Iſlet, Why x bed they. thus 
With Baſe . with Baſeneſs !? Baſtardy? Bale, . 


Who in.che Julty.Gealth of Nature, e 


More Compoſition, and fierce quality, DLL omg 
Than doth: within a dull, ale. 6 Bed, (BL 7; 
Go to th'creating a whole Tribe of Fps. 
| Got rween aſleep, and wake? Well then, Toh nap 
Legitimate Edgar, I, muſt, have your Land, Fay 
Our Father's Love is to the Baſtard Edmwd, © 
As to th legitimate; fine ien 


Well, my-Legitimate,! if this Letter 1 n 


And my Invention thrive, Edmund the baſe | 


town Gods, 4p for 8. 
Enter Gloſter. 


-Gls Kent banifh'd thus! and France in Choler parted! 
gone to Night! Preſcrib'd his Power, 
Saad to Exhibition All is gone * 
Gad!—— Edmund, how now ? what News? 
pleaſe your Lordſhip, none. [Putting up the 28. 
2 125 earneſtly ſcek you to put up . Kart 
Tan News, my Lord. 
What Paper were you _—. 
„Nothing, my Lord. 


7 N , 


"Glo, No! what needed then that terrible + Diſpatch of it 
r Pocket? g qual ity of e hath” not ſuch” 
it be "nothing, I 


nh ie it Elf. Let's 5 1, come, 
ir, pardon me; it ita Letter from 


my &rother, that I have not all o er- read; and for ſe much 
„ adihave perus d. I find it not fit for your o er. looking. 


b. Give me the Letter, Sir. 


_ offend, either to detain, or h 
eee 4.8 aa ads am . 
Are to blame. WIEN». 4 p \ 

Glo. Let's foe let's fe. 3 ee 
| Baſh, 2 hg BY eqns Jalikeation, be die 
this but 4 $0 e 603-16 * 
Glo. reads 1 Ne ence of if "Age; as 


the ind * 22 2 keeps our Tan, from 


63 WF, 


Shall to th legitimate I grow, bree, Ws xg 


n "mand 17 


oldne/n cannot reliſh 1 poem 225. 
0nd ford Poe * 9 N 
„ ath Power. SED 
this 1 may heat more. fy 
70 17 d him, you (h 
Fe 
| L n 
e de 2 e 
"A 


46, "till: our old 


write this! A Heart — . breef it 
came this to you? — $7 8 
Pit: 1 fung oe Ts 
cunn of it. 15 une i C n in ab * nt 
2 
i You bes, the Clinic to be your 7 
If che nyatter vers good, wp fon] aa Cree 
it were hisj- but W 8 of that, 1 vans think N 
were nee,, 15290 249307 IHE 4.6 Mp en HOIST 
Erh 50 TIT Pane nu2 2nnet Ts 
Baſt. It . Hand, my Lord hope hi ha ionot | 
in the Contents. | 


you in this Buſineſs f 
Baſt, Never, my Lord: r a 
ee ee 
clind, the Father ſhou 
Son his Revehue. 4 Of nod n an | 
' Glo O Villain;' Villain! hie very De) WE. Lets 
ter, Abborred Vibe! unnatural, bruitif Villain ! 
worſe than'bruitiſh? Go, Sirraki; ſeek him; Il apprebend. 
him. .*Ab6minable Viſain! where het A | 
Baſt Sa Speer may in 3 2 


o 


you ſtiould 1 run n Certain 8 2 * -you violently: 

progeny againſt him, "miſtaking his Perpole, irwould make 
reat gap in your Honour, and ſhake in pieces the Heart 2 

of his Nee I tte an down. r 

that he hath writ this to — my AﬀſeRtion to your Ho- 

nour, n bin oth bac 
Ge, Think you ſo? ESI EH 


. rin 


- 9 „ - _ . ; C 4 
: : — „ Ll MS. 2 1 J 7 221 „ 
4” 8 | 
\ # .&T . * 


_ 


*. "0 Xing alin an» 


* 


1 will 
8 


alter /. would undace wy fel 
EE Sis, . conreythe hae, 
Wh pes acquaint you withal. 


. Gle. Theſe late Eclipſe the the Sun and Moon portend uo 
good to us; though Wiſdom of Nature can reaſon it 
us, and thus, yet Nature finds-it ſelf ſcourg d by the ſe - 
ent Effects. Love cools, Friendſhip falls of brothers 
Grid, 1 23 Mutinies; in Countries, Diſcord; in 
reaſon; and the Bond crack d, *twixt Son and 
— Tre Villain of mine comes under the Prediction, 
there Son againſt Father; the King falls from biaſs of Na- 
ture, there's Father aft Child. We have ſeen the beſt of 
our time, 9p 2 ra dg oanom treachery, and all 
minous Diſorders follow Lee I Graves. pans 
loſe thee. nothing, do it 
21 pe baniſn d 
1 [Exit. 
" Baſ. "Thi is the — pr the World, that 
when we are lick in Fortune, Sur feits of our own 
Behavigur, we make guil:y of our Diſaſters, the Sun, the 
and Stars; as if ns Wikiien, ap neceſſity, 
ools by A Compalſion, Knaves, Thieves, and 
Treachers by Predomiaaace, Drunkards, Lars, 
& Adulterers. by an inforc d Obedience of Planetary in- 
and all Ae we are evil in, by a divine t 
E ieee 
on ot a Star: y at 
TT OS A che 's Tail, 
ſo that ic follows, 
— co ——.— 1 ry have been that] am, 
1 in he Fraumenrpnkledon mw) 
— > l 
% F Enter 


SPB 28 


* ; 


WELD aAaSERTHE HR 


I 


King Luan. 


Enter 


Put!——he comes — of the old Conne- 
dy; my Cue is villainous Melancholy, with a Sigh like 


Tom o Bedlam O theſe Eclipſes Gs, portend theſe Dt, 


vifions! Fa, Sol, La, Me 

Edg. How now, Brother Edmund, what Grious Con- 
templation are — | 

Bat. I am king, Brother, of a PrediQtion I red 
this other Day, what ſhould follow theſe 4 pore 

Edg. Do you buſie your ſelf with that? 

1 promiſe vou the Effects he writes of, ſucceed 
unhappuy. 
When ſaw you my Father laſt? 

Edg. The Night gone by. 

Baſt. Spake you with him; 

124 Ay, two hours togei her. 


RAe 


pleaſure i 15 him, by Word, nor Countenance ? 
one at | 

Baſe. Berhink your ſelf orhereio you bare offended tim: 
And at my entreaty forbear his Prefence, until ſome little 
time hath qualified the Heat of bis Diſh ; which 87 
this inſtant fo rageth in him, that the Miſchief'of 
your Perſon, it would ſcarcely allay. 

EA. Some Vi in hath done me wrong. df. 

Baſt. That's my Fear; 1 Jon have @ contizent Fic 

bearcnce "till the ſpeed of bi age goes flower: And'as I 
ſay, retire with me to my Lodging, from whence I will 
ficly bri 3 Lord f + Day 000 go, 

bring y Y 
there's my Key: If you do flir go amd 

Edg,, Arm d, Brother! | 

Baſt. Brother, I adviſe you to the beſt; I am hats 


Man, if there be any ay good Mean toward you: I have 
told you what I have fecn and — but ys nothing 


like the Image and Horror of it; away. 
Fag. Shall hear from you Loa * [Exie, 
Baſt. I do ſerve you in this Buſineſs: 
A credulous Father, and a Brother hoble, | x 
Whoſe Nature s far from doing harms, © * cee 


9 an whoſe fookih Bea, ans 


4 


/ 


os. 4 
King LEA M 
My Practices ride eaſie: I ſe the BuſineG. 


Let me if not by Birth, have Lands by Wit. 
| All with we's mes, that I can faſhion fr. | [Exit, 


S c * N E II. The Duke of Albany” Palace. 


Gen. hy Per rk Genes fr ig 


of his Fool? 
> od aro, 8 Hour. 
t he wrengs me; AR 
E mo ma — Crime, or other, ; 
That ſets us all at odds; I'll not endure it; 
His Knights grow riotous, and himſelf upbraids us 
On every Trifle. When he returns from banring, 
I will not ſpeak with him, ſay I am Sick. 
If you come lack of former Services, a 1 
You ſhall do well, the fault of it Ell anſwer. 
Stew. He's coming,” Madam, I hear him. 
. Gon.” Fut on what weary Negligence you . 
You and your Fellows: I'd have it come to qu 
If he difafte it, let him to my Siſter, , . - 
Whoſe E | 
emember. what I have id. , | 
Stew. Well, Madam. | 


What grows, of it no matter, adviſe your Fellows ſo, I'II 


fr Dine it to * Siſter to hold od Courſe: Prepare 
Danger: Wy: 


%% 726909 -7T 


And can, my Speech diſuſe ood intent. 
May: . thro” it ſelf to at fi mg Ifue _ __ .. 
For which. I raz d my Likeneſs. Now, baniſht Kew 
If thou canſt „ ws Nay: thou doſt Rand condemn'd, 
So So my it come, thy Maſter whom thou lov ®, 
d thee full of Labours. | 
Horns within. Jer hone, Ka by and Avena. 
Lear. Let me not * n „0 * 
w_ ee Li , be _ 1 


\ 


Gen. And let his Knights 9 colder Looks: amon you : 


| - 2 : 6 bg | * | rn | v1 — — — * 
SPY - FR e385 828 SE, vac. An. 23797 g: - 


, 


King Rina ; 2k 
ent. A Man; Sir. <4 208 2022 | 
Lear. Vihar del thou proj? what wolAhchow with 


us? © | os 
Kent. 1 do profeſs to be no-leſs than 1 bn to ſerve 


bim truly that will put me in traſt, to love him that is 
"honeſt, to converſe with hid that is wiſe, and ſays little, 
to fear judgment, to fight when 1 cannot chuſe 2 


eat no Fin 26: 70th Ws None 
Lear. eres il ain to een: 
© \Kens. A very honeſt- hearted Fellow, aud as —.— 


Ki 
| thor If then beet 3s eser ang 2s he's for a 
n nen \ 


tha * 

63 nd 

„„ 

i'd 7 KR 

{wits 2 25 19397 317 Tre 

: bority. ICE 4144 $163 

What Services caſt thou do? 1 

Kent. 1 can keep honeſt Counlels, ride. n, marr a cn 
rious Tale in t it, and deliver a plain Meſſage blunt- 


ly: That which Men are Gt for, I am [qualified 


m, and the bęſt of me, Diligence. va Sand New. 


Lear. How old art thou? þ £212 Int ody 
Ten. Not ſo young; Sir, to dort a Woman for 
nor ſo old to dont on — I have Nees on 


my Back 


Lear. Follow the, thou fig frove Aw 6 þ ike ; thee 


no worſe after Dinner, I will not part from thee yet, Din- 

ner ho, Dinner—--where's my Knaveꝭ — youand 

bens ee CG on es — 2 
chew, 8⁰ 191.0 74 ws Exit. 


Lear. e you Fellow there 


back: Where's my Fool? Ho?——1 1 the World's 


aſleep, how now ? where's that Mungre!? 
_ * wy Lord, your Daughter is not well 


| | ths Fool hath m 


Sl ticker? my 
who am 1 Sie? 


= grew we 


_Tbeleech your Pardon. 


Th rt ms wt Pl or ther 


2 "Kang. Luna 


Lear. Why came not the Slave back. ts me when ! 
cult d him? 
Huigbe. Sir, he anſwered in the roundeſt manner, ke 


Tar. He would not? | F 
| Knight, My Lord, know not what the matter is; but ta 


to tity fodgmen, x your Highneſs is not entertain'd. with 


remonious Affection as you were wont; there's 2 


great abatement of kindneſs a as well in the gene - 
- ral Dependants, as in the himſelf alſo, and your 
Lear. Ha! thou ſo ? | ma 
Knight. 1 you pardon me, my Lord, if I be 


miſtaken; for my Duty cannot be ſilent, when 1 think 
e d. * + 

Lear. Thou but remembreſt me of m 
on. I have perceiv'd'a moſt faint 

on. Thare peer «molt une Neg of lu al 
a very pretence and rpoſe of Unkindneſs; I will look 

further into't; but v "*”y Fool? 1-have.gor ſeen hin 


this two Days. 
p Lady's going inc Fravce, Sir, 


* Knight, _ 

. you 
ter, I would ſpeak: with her. you 
0s © you te, come n 


„ loay⸗ a 
Lear. My Lady" yl my kene Panke. 


ve, you Cur. 
big np heme t rg my Lord; 


be Fol den 
aig] my 


Lexr. ue jon handy Looks with me; you Raſeal?... 


be bin 
"En 
4k Cr i nas 
Tear. I thank thee, Fellow. 


nn Ig 


| Kent 


\ 


; | 
Lug L wan 23 - 
„ Rove. Come Sir, afiſe, away, In teach you Differences: 

| „if you vrill meaſure your Lubbers 


; but away, o to; have you Wiſdom, io, 
. Now my fri y Knave I thank thee, there's 


: "Enter Fool, 
Fool, Let me hire bin row, here's wy Coxcorab. 
„Lou bis | 
Lear. How tow my rg bow ok thin? = 
Fol. Wes, dem, Coxcomb. 42 
Kent. W | 
Fool. Wh for for — one's Part that is out of — 
be nay, — canſt not {mile as the Wind fits, thou lt Nth 
cold ſhort! , there take my Coxcomb; why, this Fellow 
has baniſh'd two m_— ters, and Sade thin Bits 
againſt his Will; if thou follow him, thou muſt needs wear 
my Coxcomb. Heu 'now Nunele ? would 1 a ys 


l 


' Coxcombes, 85 


Tear. Why, 

"Fool. If 1 wy Living, TI my Cox- 
comb my n there's 4 5 —＋ hom oy 
Lear. Take heed, Sirrah, the 

Fool. e be muſt be whip d 


to me. £25,308 
Fool. Sirrah, I1 rexch the u Syrch 
La Do. ne 


5 
: 
2 
Z 


8 
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1 King LAX. 


Tool: Then it is like the Breath of en unfce'd Lawyer, 
e eee Dede no- 
thing; Nun cle Nun Mas 


Why 00, Bey, zA 1 aan: * 1 . 7 * 4 
Nalin can be made out of nothing. 


Fool. Prithee tell him, ſo much the Rent of his Land 
comes to, he wil jak beliave a Fo. [Te Kent. 


. Fo dur! 
rey. een between 
a bitter a #007 APR 1 
Lear. No Lad: ore — 50 K vd wein 


oem TR Wye. me. an Beg, * 


tt 
WW 
mM 
ar 
th 
CC 


1 Lear. Wbat two ( owns ſhall chey be 0 the 
ool, 5 after I have cut . 74 mile, Fo ſo 

ö oa ty Crowns.of the Egg; W u 
= e and gay ſt array beth Farts, 

Jy N24 AE on chy Rack o er che —. thou hadſt Il 

3 little — in thy bald —.— when thou 9 9 ye Th: 
#1 1 yehipr il 
It ſo. Tk nin rad! ; tht vom Crna But 
Fools had ne r leſs Grate in Tels," bete up 
ou For lviſimen are grown foppiſh, 8 "iv | | 7 

(11: Land know not NG Vit Fr ts hte! * 

Their Manners are ſo po ile 85 TT PF. » « 
* 117 20 £9387 1329 E Ari 25 121 By * 
Luar. When were you wont to be ſo full! of Songs, Tha 
Sirrah? ne i Arc ood By 


Duos. I have uſed it Nungle, cer ſinoe thou:madi my Yo 
Daughters thy Mothers; for when thou gav'ſt them the Whi 
: Rod, and put ſt down thine __ ieee ; — 
* P mit nu 9rom Shi 
Fer fadden For hs oy, dy nad "Singing Wil 
5 And ] for 2832 Howoul: volt non; ill 5: * 
3 That ſuch a King play by peep; 13:0] yer 9425 
= | And go the Fools among. 0071 ni © 128 b. 3 
122 '} (73 du | 
Prithee Nuncle _ a School Maſter. that-can-2ench'thy Go 
Fool to lie; I would fain learn t Wen zi lr ami Whe 
Tear. And you lie, Sirrah, wel have you whipt. The 
Fool. 


- Int - 


EX) * lh 


Mum, Mum; be that 


N * NA "os 
King LEA RX. 25 
Fool, I marvel what kin thou and thy 2 30 are: 
they'll have me whipt for ſpeaking true, thou ſt have me 
whipt for Lying, and ſometimes 1 am whipt for holding 
my Peace. I had rather be any kind o' thing than a Foo], 
and yet I would not be thee, Nuncle; thou haft pared 
thy Wit 22 fides, and left nothing i'th* middle; here 
comes one 0'the pari "981794 5 
| "Thos Cocchi © "Dot pO GIG: 
Lear. How now, Daughter? what makes that Frontlet 
en? You are too much of late ith* frown. © _ _© 
Fool. Thou waſt a. pretty Fellow when thou hadſt no 
need to care for- her frowning : now thou art an O with⸗ 
out a Figure; I am better than thou art now, I am Fool, 
thou art nothing. Tes forſooth I will hold my Tongue, 
ſo your Face bids me, tho you ſay nothing. * 01 {abr 
keeps nor Cruſt, nor Crum, ¶ Singing. 
Weary of all, ſhall want ſome. gh emo Ft e 12 


That's a ſheal'd Peſcod. 


Gon, ht only, Sir, this, your all-licenc'd Fool, 

But other of your inſolent Retinue, - | 

Do hourly Carp and Quarrel, breaking forth 

In rank, and not to be endured Riots, Sir, | 

I had thought by making this well known unto you, 

To have found a fafe Redreſs; but now grow fearful 

By what your ſelf too late have ſpoke and done, 

That you protect this courſe, and put it on 3 

By your Allowance; which if you ſhould, the Fault 

Would not ſcape Cenſure, nor the Redreſſes ſleep, 

Which in the tender of a wholſome Weal, 

— er in their Working do you that Offence, 

(Which elſe were ſhame,) that then neceſſity 

Will call diſcreet Proceedingngg ._ - 
Fool. For you know, Nuncle, the Hedge-ſparrow fed 

tue Cuckoo fo long, that it had its Head bit off by it's - 

young; ſo out went the Candle, and we were left darkling. 
Lear. Are you our Daughter? 


Gon. L would you would make uſe of your good Wiſdom, E 


Whereof I know you are fraught, and put away 
Theſe Diſpoſitions, which of late tranſport you 


Vor. VII. B From 


> 


i ad, Kg, L. A 


And the Remainders 
To be:Tych Men zs may belort your . 


| e When thou ew thee i in a Child, 
Than the Sea-monſter. . | 


From 8 you 


pol. May not an VIS. erben the Curt dere 


Hofe Who T love thee. k 
Lear. ut know me? This is not Tear: 


Does Lear walk 


Who is it that can tell. me ELLA 
Fool. Lear's Shadow... 


TW C11 C. 343 

Tea, Your Name, fair Gentlewom r 8 2 
Gon. This Aqmiration, Sir, is > Ht oth" your. r 
Oft other your new * 1 do beſeech you | ah * 


To underſtand my Purpoſes atight: 


- You, as you are d.and.Rererend, ſhould be Wiſe er 7 7H 
| Here do you keep a hundred Knights and Squiz ires, 


Men ſo diſorder d, fo debauch'd, and bold. 


- That ais bur Ocurt, idiedted with their Manners, . g 
- Shews like a riotous Ion; Epicurifen amd Juſt. \. 1c. 
Make it more like a Tavern or a Brothel. 
Than a grac'd. Palace. . The Shame it . Er doth 

For inſtant Remedy. Be then defir d. | Y 1 
- By her, that elſe will take the thing ſhe Gu 4 


2 
pe 2 


A little to diſquantity * Train; 
hall A! depend, 


Age,. bai IV 


Which kriow themfclves, and you, | 
Lear. Darkneſs aud Devils! e EUV L040 


Saddle my Horſes, [ut my Train together —< ; 1 5 an; 


Degenerate Baftard!” TU 5 trouble thee; 


Let have I left a Daughter, 


Gon. You ſtrike my Prople, ant ela bod e mn 
Make Servanty of their Berters. 9 7 
Mol: de c 

Tear. Woe! that too. late repents —— 


1 


b your Will, weak, Sir? Prepare. my ban a 


Nuke! chou Marble-hearted Ficnd, 


1 
„. 


446. Pray, Sir, be patient. 


v7 


us? Speak thus? Where are his Eyes? E 
Either bis Notion weakens, his Diſcernings 4 
Are Lethargied — Ha! waking l— "Tip not 8 : 


403" go "4? 


t 


Kang Lean. 27 
Lear; Deteſted Kite! thou left; \ÞGoneril. 
: My Train re Nen of choice and rareſt Parts, - | 
hat all particulars of Duty know, 
2 And in the moſt exact regard, 1 7 
f The worſhips of their Names. O moſt ſmall Fault! 
no ugly didſt thou in Cordelia ſhew? © 
Wich like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nware 
From the fixt Place; drew from my Heart all Love, 
And added to the gall. O La, Lear, Lear! ö 7 
eat at this Gate that ſet thy Folly i in, {Striking bio Hon, | 
ud thy dear Judgment out. Go, go, my People, 
5 Alb. "My Lord, Lem gritcleſs, en am een 210 
Of what hath _ you. 2 4 
Lear. It may be ſo, my Lord - 
/ Hear Nature, r, dear Goddefs hear ! - 22-2 POINTS © 
Suſpend th Purpoſe, if thou didft intent ene 
ro make this Creature fruitful: WT VOY, VOTE IO 
Into her Womb convey Sterility, - „n * 
Dry up in her the Organs of Increaſe, q. 
And from her derogate Body, never Grin © * o N 
A Babe to honour her. If ſhe mu teen 
| Create her Child of Spleen, that it may Ru, + 
And be a thwart, diſnatur'd Torment.ts ber; . 
Let it ſtamp Wrinkles in her Brew of Youth, An if | 
With cadent Tears fret Chanels in ber Cherks, 1 en 
Turn all her Mother's Pains aud Benchts Week itt 
To Laughter and Contempt; that ſhe may feel, 


ow ;arper than a s Tooth it is, | 
To have a thankleſs A — 1 Lern. 
Alb. Now Gods that we adore CITES 
Whereof comes this ? 


Gon. Nerer aft your Gf ok of it abr Gs 


2 


But let bis Diſpoſition have that Scope r 
- Wi Dotage gives it. i Ree reg 
ö e ue er. -A 
| ar. W 32 Followers at a 7 5 
ithin a Fort 4 at es: 


Alb. What's the na Sir? | 
Lear. I'll tell thee Life and Death; Fans d. 
7 rn Manhood thu, 
5 2 That 


Tarry, take the Fool with thee : 
A Fox, when one has 
And ſuch a Daughter, 


If my Cap would buy a Halter, 


of: King Leak. 


That theſe hot Tears, which break from me perforce, 

Should make thee worth them-----Blaſts and Fegs Pe; SH 
Th' untented Woundings of a Father's Curſe W 
Pierce every Senſe about thee, Old fond Eyes, 

Beweep her once again, III pluck ye out, 


And caft you with the Waters that you loſe In 

To temper Clay. Ha! Let it be ſo— 4 At 

I have another hter, -- 12 As 

Who I am ſure is kind and comfortable; | At 
When ſhe ſhall hear this of thee, with her Nails 

Shell flea thy wolviſh Viſage. Thou ſhalt find, T. 

That V1! — tho Shape which thou doſt think Tl 

I have caft off for ever. (Ex, Lear and Attendants. WW Ye 

Sen. Do you mark that? een 


Alb, 1 cannot be ſo partial, Gonerill, 


To the great Love I bear you. 15 n Stu 


Gon. Pray you be content. What „hol ; 
You, Sir, more Knave than Fool, after your Maſter, | 
Fool. Nuncle Lear, Nuncle Lear, S 


caught ber, 
Should ſure to the Slaughter, 


So the Fool follows after. . Ext, 
OR on * hath had good Counſel bundred 
Knights 
"Tis 1 and ſaſe to let him keep 111 
At * a hundred Knights; yes, that on 8 
Each Buz, each Fancy, each Complaint, Diſlike, 5 
He may enguard his Dotage with their Powers, 
And hold our Lives in Mercy. Oſwald, 1 hh 
Alb. Well, you may fear too far5--- 
Gon. Safer than truſt too far; a 
Let me ſtill take away the harms I fear, F 
Not fear ſtill to be = I know his Heart; 
What he hath utter d, I have writ my Siſter; 
If ſhe'll ſuſtain him and his hundred __ 
When 1 "= ans ch unfitneſs——: 


[4 : a” 8 pz 4, 


WW 


þ 1 f 
: - . 225 28 
4 . Eute- 
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8 - 1 We 


* 


a * L' AR. 

How now, Oſwald? 

What, have you writ chat Letter to my Siſter? 
Stew. Ay, Madam. | 
Gon. Take you fome Compan and away to Hort, 

Inform her full of my 23 | 

And therero add ſuch Reaſons. of your own 1 

As may compact it more. Get you gone, 

And haſten your Returns No, no, my Lord. 

[ Exit el 

This milky Genileneſs, and courſe of yours, 

Though I condemn not, yet under Pardon 

vou are much more at Tatk for want of Wiſdom, 

Than prais'd for harmleſs Mildneſs. 

. How far your Eyes may pierce I cannot ell; 

Striving to better, oft we mar what's s well. i nx 
Gon. Nay chen en ee er 
Alb, well, well, th' Event. [Exeuns 

Enter Lear. Kent, Gentleman, and Fool 4 


Lear. Go you before to Gloſter with theſe Letters; ac- 


2 my Daughter no further with any thing you know, 
n comes from her demand out of the Letter; if your 


Diligence be not ſpeedy, I ſhall be there afore you. 


Kent, nen till I have delivered 
your Letter. Exit. 


Fool. If a Man's r wert not in 


danger of Kibes? 

Tal Then L be merry, thy 

F 1 Wit 12 not 
* od prethee : merry wa 
Tear. . ba. 

Fool, Shalt ſee thy other Daughter will uſe this kindly 5 


for though he's as "like this, as a Crab's like an Apple, 
yet I can tell what I can tell. | 


Lear. What canſt tell, Boy ? 

Fool, She will - taſte as 44 this, as a Crab- 4o' to & 
Crab; canſt thou tell vihy ones Noſe ſtands i'th* middle 
on's Face? 

Lear. No. 


B 3 1 Foul. 


2 
* 9 


o . 
- 
2 — w—_— e — 


Wy —œ—— Oe nn. 
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P 
6 
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are the Horſes ready ?; 


30 3 a 
Fool. Why, to keep ones Eyes of either fide one's Noſe; 
that what a Man cannot ſmell out, he may {py into. 
Lear. I did her Wrong, 
Fool. Canſt tell how an Oyſter makes his Shell? | 
Lear. No-. 
Fool. Nor 1 neithers but I an oo _ « Snail has 
Houſ ee. 
Tear. Why? | 
Fool. Why to put « Head in, not — te hi 
Daughters, and — his Horns without a Caſe. 
Lear. Twill forget my Nature, fo kind a Father! Be 
my Horſes ready? 
Fool. Thy Aſſes. are gone about em; the Reaſon why 
_ the ſeven Stars are no more than 2 is a Re 


a 


Lear. Becauſe they are not eight. 
Fool. Yes indeed; thou wouldſt-make- a: goals Fool, 
Lear. To take't again perſorce———Maonkter" "i | 
tude! 
Fool. If you were my Fool, Nuncle, I'd have thee beat. 
en for being old before thy time. | | 
Tear. How's that? 
Foal. Thou Hhoodſt mot have boen Old, "ll thou hail 
nos: 1 
Lear. O let me not be — not mad, deen Hevn 
| keop me in remper, 1 would nec be . * now, 


Gent. Ready, my Lord. 
Lass Come, Buy. e 
Fool. She that's a Maid * laughs at my Departure 
"I not be A Maid long, e * 
Exe uni. 
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A Vw a. Wr wn—_”} a Sea a o fwd 
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78 E $oyun ue, 1. Fart 


i' 3} : 11] — * E 0 . 11 we 


"mike Baſtard, an? Capes, ſrowalh. 
AVE thee, Cn. 
Cur. And you, Sir, 1 have been 
With your Father, aud grew him Natice, 
That the Duke of all, and bu his bude 
N be be with, EY W. 


wh. We ”T e not; you have Kana of 15 * 
abroad, 1 — the whiſper'd ones, for they are * but 
Ear-kiffing Arguments. | 

Baſt, Not I; pray you what are they? 

Gur, Have you heard of no likely Wars toward, 


_'Tveixt.the Dukes of c and Ie . 


Baſt. Not a Word, 


* Cur. You may do then f ia ü. * 
Fare you well, Sir. | fe - 
Bat. The Duke be here to Pacher the better, 2 


This weaves it {elf perfarce into m 

My Father hath ſet Guard to take my Brother. 
And I bave one thing of a queazy Queſtion 

Which | muſt act; bares 2 N Work. 


Brother, a Word, fiend, B «\ I * 
My Father watches; O Sir. 27 chis p 
3 is given where you are hid; | 
You have now the good advantage of 8 Night , 


Hare you not ſpoken gainſt the Duke of C ? 


He's coming hither, now I'th' Night, i th' haſte, 
And Regan with him; bave COTE aid i 


Upon his Part ae the Duke of ae \ 
Adviſe your ſelf, | 


thy Lam fue 02's, not a Wend, 


SOME: . 


* "he weg 


Baſt. 1 hear my Father coming. Pardon me—— | 


g In c I muſt draw my, Sw 
Dram, fern to defend your ele. 2 MF 
Now quit you well—_— 1 


Yield — came before my Facher——light $85 here, 


Fly, Brother——Torches! Ia farewel—— Laa 


Some Mood drawn on me wi 1d beget Opinion 


Do more than this in Sport; Father! Father! 
Stop, ſtop, no help?: 

Enter Gloſter, and Servants with Torches. 
Glo. Now Edwin, where's the Villain? 


E. Wonnd' his Arms 
Of my more an endeavor \ have 4 | 


. 


Baſt. Here ſtood he in the dark, his ſharp Sword . 


Mumbling of wicked Charms, NOR the Moon q 


To ſtand his auſpicious Ny 
Glo. But where is he? 18 5 
Baſt. Look, Sir, I bleed. 

Glo.. Where is the Villain, Edmund? 


Baſt. Fled this way, Sir, when by ho meanche n 
eans, what? 


Glo. Pur ſue him, ho! go aſter. B 


- 
. 9 


— 


Baſt. Perſwade me to 7 * Murther 1 your . 


But that I told him the revenging Gods, 

*Gainſt Parricides did all the Thunder dend. 

Spoke with how manifold and ſtrong a Bond © 

The Child was bound to th*Father, Sir, in line, 
Seeing how lothly oppoſite I flood ? 
To his unnatural Purpoſe, in fell Motion 

With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My unprovided Bogy, launcht mine Arm; 

And when he law my beſt alarmed Spirits, 


Bold in the Quarrels ng rouz d to th encounter, 85 


Or whether . b Noiſe I made, 


Full ſuddenly 1 fed e | a 10 


S Glo, Let him fly far; | 
Not in this Land ſhall he remain te 


And found; Diſpatch, the Noble Duke, my Maſter, 


My worthy Ar and Patron, comes to Night, 
By his Authority I will proclaim it, | 
That he which — ſhall deſerye our Thanks, 


- 


- 
\ re = 
. 4 
* 


1 


1 
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Bringing the murtherous Coward to ene: hd 
He that conceals bin, Death.  - $831: * 
Baſt. When I diſſwaded him from his intent. 
And found him pight to do it, with curſt Speects 
I threatned to diſcover him; he replied, 
Thou unpoſſeſſing Baſtard, doſt thou think, 
IfI er. againſt thee, would the Repolal 
Of any Truſt, Virtue, or Worth in these if 7 
Make thy words faith d? No, by what I ſhould deny; 4 
(As this I would, although thou didft n: LT ; 
My very Character) I'd turn it all 92 
Te thy Suggeſtion, Plot, and damned practice; W 
And thou muſt make a dullard of the World, 
If they not thought the Profits = my Death 
Were very pregnant and poten * 5 
To 3 ſeek it. ee wl 
Glo. O ſtrange and faſtned Villain! ©; +} 
Would he deny his Letter, ſaid be? | 
Hark, the Duke's Trumpets! I know not why become 
All Ports I'll bar, the Villain ſhall not ſcape, ; 
The Duke muſt grant me that; beſides, his picture 
J will ſend far and near, that all the Kingdom 
May have due Note of him; and of my Land, 
(Loyal and natural Boy) ru work the Means 
To make thee capable. 
| __ Enter: Cornwall, Regan, and Ade, 
Corn, How now, my noble Friend? ſince I came hicher, 
Which I can call but now, I have heard ſtrangeneſs. - 
r ce comes too ſhort 
rſue th Offender; how does my Lord? 
N 01 dam; my old Heart is crack d, 105 crack d. 
Reg. What, did my Father's Godfon ſeek your Life? 


He whom my Father nam d, your Edgar? - "+4 


. Glo, O Lady, Lady, ſhame would have it hid. 
Reg. Was he not Companion with. the rotous Knights 


That tended upon my Father? 


Glo. 1 know not, Madam, tis dot bad too bad. | 
Baſe. Les, Madam, he was of that:'Conſort, - - 
Reg. No marvel then, though he were Ul-afſeced),- 


.Tis KIN haye PRE et old Man's Death. 


Dy To 


24 King LIAX. 
To have therpence and waſte of Revenues ; | 

I have this preſent Evening from my Siſter 

Been well inform d of them, and with ſuch Cantions, 
That if they eee at my Ow Ot | 


+>, Ti not be there. 


-Corn. Nor * 
Edmund, I hear that you 
A Child-like Oe | 
Dal. lt is my . | 
Glo. _— | 
This hurt you ſee, Phang 1 3 1 0 
Corn. Is he purſued? | ALL; 
Glo. Ay, my good Lord. 1 5 
n he thelf never were boi ler 


Ne _ fears of of coing harm: make your oven purpoſe, 


| ne you pom as for you 
: Wh Viewe and Obedience doth this Inſtant 
So much commend it ſelfſ you ſhall be ours; 
Nature of ſuch deep truſt we ſhall much need: 
You we firſt ſeize on. 
Baff. 1 ſhall ſerve you, © e 
Gl. For him 1 thank your Grace. 
Corn. You know not why we came to viſit you 
Thus out of ſeaſon thredding dark-ey'd Night? 
Reg. Occaſions, noble Gloſter, of ſome 
Wherein we muſt have uſe of 
Our Father he bath writ, ſo hath ou 
Of Differences, which I beſt tho 


” 
Advice 


our Siſter, 
he it fir / 
To anſwrer from our home; the ſeveral Meſſengers 
From hende attend diſpatch. Our good old Friend 
Lay: Comforts to your Boſom, and beſtow 
Your necdful Counſel to our Buſineſſes, 
Which crave the inſtant uſe. th, 
| Glo. I ſerve you, Madam, -— > 
Four. Graces are * — welcome. [Exeunt. 


ner Kent, and Steward, ſaverally. 


935 Good davyning to thee, Friend, ED on | 
Kan. . . 


Sew, Where may we le our Horſe? 


: : 
| 4 
. 


Kin! 


— 


Stew. Pacher if thou lov't me tell ne. 


Kent. Lore tl de not. 
Stew. Why then I care not for thee. 


Kent, It 1 Kad thee in Lipsbury Pinfold, I woul wa 


thee care for me: 
Stew. Why dolf thou uſe me thus? 1 know thee not. 
Kent. Fellow; I know thee, | 
Stew. What doſt thou know me for? 
Kent. A Knave, a Raſcal; an eater 6f broken 19225 
baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggarly, three · ſuited, hundred 
filthy Wooſted-ftockir Baby a Lilly-livered, 
baking, whorſon ſuper⸗ ceable finical 
ogue, one Trunk. iaherit nap: ye; one that wouldft be a 


Bawd in way of good Service, and art nothing but the 
ſitien of 2 Knaye, Beggar, Coward, Pander, and 


the Son and Heir of a' Mungril Bitch; one whom I will 
beat into clamorous whining, if thou deny the leaſt Syt- 
lable of thy Addition. 

Stem. Why What a monſtrous Fellow att thou, thus 
to.ral on one, that is neither known of thee, nor knows 

? : 
Kent. What a brazen-fac'd Varlet art hou; to deny thay 
knoweſt me? Is it two Days fince I tript up thy Heels, 
and beat thee before the Ky nk Beto — 
h it be Ni et oon Thines; 11] make a 
end ef "oh, you whorſon Culleinly Barber- 
monger, draw. Drawing MOTT 

Stew; Away, I haye nothing to do with this: 

Kent. Draw, you Raſcal; you come with Letters inſt 
the King, and. take Vatity the Puppet's part, againſt the 
Royalty of her Father; draw you Rogue, or 1 ſo car- 
bonado your Shanks . draw, you BIT, come "your 
Ways. 

Stew. Help, ho! nk! pl den u. 8 
Kent. Strike yqu Slave; 1 n 
Slave, ſtrike. ene nd ou 5 

Stew. Help ho! Murther! Murther! 8 

Enter Baſtard, Cornwal, Regan, Gloſter, andServants. 

8 How now, what's the Matter? Fat 
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5 Draw you Rogue, for 


+ a9 AL Ia, - | 
Kent, With you, goodman Boy, 1 pleaſe, came, 


TIt fleſh ye, come on young Maſter, . - 

Glo. Weapons?: Arms? What's he Matter here? 0 

Corn. Keep Peace upon your Lives, he dies that ftrikes 
again, what is the Matter? 

Reg. The Meſſengers from our Siſter, and the King? 

_ Corn. What is your difference? f. 

Stew. I am ſearce i in breath, my Lord. 

_——_ No marvel you, have fo beſtir d your Valour, you 
| wardly Raſcal, Nature diſclainas all ſhaze in thee: A 

Tailor made the. 

un. Thou art a ſtrange Fellow, a Tailor make a Man? 
ent. A Tailor, Sir? a Stone: cutter, or à Painter, could 
not have made him fo i * they had been but two 
Years o'th' Trade. | 

Corn. Speak yet, how your Quarrel? 


Stew. The ancient Ruffian, Sir, whole Life 1 bare par | 


it ſite of his gray Beard 
Ne Thou ohorſon 7.4? thou unneceſſary Letter! my 

Lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this unbolted 
Villain into Mortar, and daub the Wall of Ran 
Spare my gray . you WAS: _— 25 

Corn. Peace, Sirrah! 4 8 | ram 
You beaſtly Knave, know you 1 no Reverence? hes 
Kent. Yes, Sir, but Anger hath a ra 

Corn. Why art thou angry? 

Kent. That ſuch a Slave as this ſhould wear a Sent; 
| Who wears no Honeſty : Such fmiling Rogues as theſe,” 
Like Rats oft bite the holy Cords a-twain, 
Which art t intrincg tunlooſe: Smooth every Paſſion 
That in the Natures: of their Lords rebel, i 
Being Oil to Fire, Snow to their colder Moods, 
Renege, affirm, and turn their Halcyon Beaks, 
With e every gale, and vary of their Maſters, 
Knowing nought, like Dogs, but following: 
A plague upon your Epileptick Viſage. a 
Smile you my Speeches, as T were a Fool? 3 
Gooſe, if 1 had you upon Saum Plan 


I d drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 


Corn. What art thou mad; old Fellow > 
Gio. How fell you out, ſay that? * OLE 0b 
| * Ken 


* 


S ee 


ſe 
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— 


Cern. Why doſt thou call him Kaave? What is his Faulet 
Kent. His Countenance likes me not. | 
Corn. No more perchance does. mine, ! nor ils or hers, 
Kent. Sir, tis my occupation to be plain, . 

I have hay Yetrer aces in my time, ds 

Than ftands on any Shoulder that I fee 

| Before me, at this Inftant, 

| one. This is ſome Fellow, 

Whe having . for bluntneſs, doth . 

A ſawoc and conſtrains the garb 

| Quite from m bs Nature. He cannot flatter, he, 

An honeſt Mind, and plain, and he muſt ſpe truth, 

And they will take it, ſo; if not, he's plai 

. Theſe kind of Knaves I know, which in 7 — N 

| Harbour more Craft, and more corrupter „ 

| Then twenty filly ducking Obſervants, 

| That ſtretch their Duties nice 

f 


I 

Kent. Sir, in good faith, in 4 verity, 
Under th' allowance of your great Aſpect, 
Whoſe Influence like the wreath of radiant Fire, 
Or flicking Fhæbus front 

Corn. What mean'ſt by this? 

Kon. To go out of my Diale&, which you 8 
ſo much; I know, Sir, I am no Flatterer; he that beguil'd 
you in a Accent, was a plain Knave, which for my 
| part 1 will not be, though 1ſhould win your Diſpleaſure 
, to intreat me to't. | | 

Corn. What was th' Offence you gaye him? ; 
Stew. I never gave him any: 
It pleas d the King his Maſter, very lately, 
To ſtrike at me upon his Miſconſtruction, — 
When he compact, and flattering his Diſpleaſure, 
* N me behind; being down, inſulted, raild, 

put upon him ſuch a deal of Man, ay 

That worthied him, got praiſes of the King, 
For him attempting, who was ſelf-ſubdu'd, ; 
And in the fleſhment of this dead Exploit, 


oor * me here N. 
None of th ſc Rogues, C oy 1 
4 | 7 i 


”, 


5 Peruſe this Lr Noting ml is Mines | 
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But Ajax is their Foot.” © NR Rn r 
_ Corn. Fetch forth the ey GS #4 

You ſtubborn ancient Knave, you revercnt kde 


Weill teach you. 


Kent. Sir, 1 am too old to learn: 
Call not your Stocks for me, I ſerve the King; * 
8 ment I was ſent to you. | 
Yau ſhall do al Reſpe &s, ſhew too bold Malice; 
Againſt the Grace and Ferlon of my Maſter, _. . 
Stocking his Meſſenger. Bag eee ; 
Corn.” Fetch forth the Stocks; _ 

As 1 have Life and Honour, there ſhall be fit «il ll Ness 
Reg. Till Noon! till Night my Lord and all Night too. 
Kent. Why Madam, if 1 were your Father 's Dog, 

You ſhovld not uſe me ſo. 

Reg. Sir, being his Knave, I will, [Stocks brought out. 

Cars: TA) is a ps 55 of the ſ{elf-ſame he Socks. 

Our Siſter ſpeaks of me, bring aw Stocks... 

Slo. Let me beſeech your Grace, — to do ſo; 

The King his Maſter bn muſt take it ill, 

That he's ſo ſlightly valued in his Meſſenger, 

To have him thus reſtrained. | 


* Py 4 » 


| Corn, I'll anſwer that. [Kent is put in the __ 


Reg. My Siſter may receive it much more works 
To 15 have her Gentleman abus d, aſſaulted. 
deen. Come, my Lord, away. [Exir. 
_ "Gb. lam ſorry for thee, Friend; tis the NA a 
Whoſe Diſpoſition all the World well knows | 
Will not be rubb'd nor ſtopt. II intreat for thee. 
Kent. Pray do not, Sir. have watch'd and cravell'd hard, 
Some time I ſhall ſleep out, the reſt VII whiſtle: 
A good Man's fortune HO ont of Berk, 
Give you good Morrow. 

Glo. The Duke'sto blame in this, twill be ill cakon. TB. 
| Kent. Good King, that muſt approve the . rr 
Thou out of Heay us Benediction com ſt 
To warm the Sun. | 
Approach thqu Beacon to this under Globe, 

That by thy comfortable Beams I may 


But 


Fr 


Fr, med. ee 
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But Miſery. I know 'ris from Cordelia, 


Who hath moſt fortunately been inform'd * 
Of my obſcured courſe; I ſhall . 00 
For chi enormous State, and ſeek to | 
Loſſes their Remedies. All weary an er- watched, 
Take — heavy Eyes, not to behold - 
This ſhameful Lodging. Fortune, good Night, 


Smile — — more, turn thy Wheel. [He ſleeps. 


Enter Edgar. 1 
Edg. L have heard my {elf proclaimd -.. 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree £1 1.8 
Eſcap'd the hunt. No Port is free, no Phce' © © 
That Guard, and moſt unuſual Vigilance 
Does not attend my taking. Whites I may ſcape 
I will preferve my ſelf: And am bethought 
To take the baſeſt and moſt pooreſt Shape 
That ever Penury in contempt of Man, 
Brought near to Beaſt: My Face I'll grime with ab: 
Blanket my Loins, put all my Hair in 3 
And with preſented Nakedueſs out-face 
The Winds, and perſecutions of the 
The Country gives rods and pre 
Of Bedlam Beggars, who with roaring 2 
Strike in their num m d and mortified Arme .) 
Pins, wooden Pricks, Nails, Sprigs of Roſemary; 
And with this horrible Object, from low Farms, 
Poor pelting Villages, Sheep-coats, and Mills, 
Sometimes with Lunatick Bans, ſometimes with Pye 
Inforce their Charity; Poor Turlygod, poor 5; 
That's ſomething yet: Edgar 1 . am. 
Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 
Lear. Tis ſtrange — from home, 
And not ſend back my Meſſenger. 
Gent. As I learn'd, 
The Night before there was no purpoſe in * 
Of this Remove. * % 
Kent, Hail to thee, noble Maſter. - 
Tear. Ha, mak ſt thou this Shame thy ume 
Kent, No, my Lord. 1 * 
Fool, „66 ervel Garters; Horſes are * 


f 


Wy 
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the Heads, Dogs and gears by th' Neck, 
2 Loins, and Men by th' Legs; Thor mor 
at Legs, then he woes wooden nether Stocke. 

Lear. What's he, that hath ſo Ee Bae wack, 
To ſet thee here? 1 

e It is both he and the, rt | 

dr gi No. E THY | 
Bas Yes. 4 

_ 15 


Tear. 2 e, 1 forear no. 
Kent. By Funo, I ſwear ay. 
Lear. They durſt not do't. 
could not, would not dot; tis worlethan Marther 
To do upon reſpect ſuch vielent Ou 
Reſolve w me with all modeſt haſte, which way. |! 
2 might ſt 3 or they impoſe this Nee. 
min e | 
— Lon Lord, when at their home | 
I did commend Jr Highneſs Letters to them, 
re I was riſen from the Place, that ſhewed 
My Duty kneeling, came there a recking Poſt, 
Stew d in his haſte, half breathleſs, panting forth. 
From Gonerill his Miſtreſs, Min + "4 
Deliver d Letters ſpight of Interm ion. 
Which preſently they read: on thoſe Content: 
They ſumm̃on d up their meiny, ſtraight took Horls, 
- Commanded me to follow and attend | 
The leiſure of their Anſwer, gave me cold Looks, 
And meeting here the other Meſſenger, . | 
Whoſe welcome I perceiv'd had pojſon'd mine, 
Being the very Fellow which of late 8 
Diſplay d ſo ſawcily againſt your Highneſs, 
Having more Man than Wit about me, I drew ; 
He rais d the Houſe with loud and coward Cries ; 
: Your Son and Daughter found this Treſpaſs — wi 
 - The Shame which here it ſuffers. 
Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild Geeſeſiy that way, 
Fathers that wear Rags do make their Children blind, Tl 
But 2 


—_ 


A - 
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But Fathers that bear Bags, ſhall ſer their Children kind. 
Fortune, that arrant Whore, ne er turns the Key to th Poor. 


But for all this thou ſhalt have as many dolours for thy dear 


Daughters, as thou canft tell in a Year. 
Lear. Oh how this Mother ſwells up toward W 
1775 paſſio, down thou climbing Sorrow, _ * 
Element's below ; where is this Daughter?” 
Kine. With the Earl, Sir, here within. 


Lear, Fellow me not, ſtay here.. 15 
Gen. Made you no more N res ee 
But what you ſpeak of | hh wes TNT 
Kent. None; 4 er- 
Hoy chance the King come ub G ſmall a Number? 
Fool. And thou had am 
lion, thou dſt well deſery'd „ ſ 


Kent, Why, Fool? 
Fool, We Piet thee to 805001 to an 11 to rr ale | 
there's no labouring i' th Winter. All that follow their 
Naſes, are led by their Eyes, but blind Men; and there's 
not a Noſe among twenty, but can ſmell him that's ſtink- 
ing — Let go thy bold, when a great Wheel runs down 
a Hill, left it break thy Neck wh following; but the 
great one that goes upward, | let him draw thee 9 „ 
When, a wiſe Man gives a better Couuſtl, 
mine again; I would haye. none but Kuayes f wi, 
ſince a Fool gives it. | 
That Sir, which ſerves and ſeeks for Gain, | 
And follows but fer Form; _ 180 * 
Will pack when it begins to Rain, 5 
And leave thee in a Serm: 
And I will tarry, the Fool will "I > 


And let the wiſe Man fl 1 
The Knaye turns Fool that runs away, e 


The Fool no Knave perdy. 
Enter Lear and Gloſter, 
Kent, Where learn'd, you this, Fool? 
Fool, Not i' th' Stocks, Fool. 
Tear. 5 ſpeak with me? they are fick, they are 
wear 


Th have travell'd all the Night? meer . 


42. * ry * * 
The nge of revolt and flying off 
93 better Auſwwer - 
8 rt ty of Dyke, mat 
ow int wee Gary 0 . SUSE +, M 
courſe. Tr 8 _ 
Lear. Vengeance! 1211 Death! Sede | 
Fiery? Bog quality ? Gloſter, Gloſter, _ 
Id tpeak with the Duke of Cortrwall, and his Wife. 

Glo. Well, my good goed Lord, I have inform d them fo. 
Tear. Inform d them? doſt thou underſtand me, Man? 
Slo. Ay, my good Lord. * [Father 
Tear The King wanld ſpeak with Cornwall, the dear 

Would with ki Daugh ter {pe JK Commands, tends Service, 
Are they inform'd of this? My Breath.,and Blood! 


Fiery? ths ery Dake, neon for + 1 jon 

Na, but not yet, may be he is not well, 

. Jafirmity doth ſtill neglect all Office. 

+ Whereto our Health is bound; we are "ihe Min 
F Tas wk he. comm ds the Mind 


| 2 with, the Body ;_ T1 for . 3. 8 
d am fall'n 


143 


| out With my more deer Win, T Þ | 
To take the indiſpos d and fickly fit, _— e 
For the ſound Mag. Death on 3; whortfore | 
"Should he fit here? This Ack perſuades me, 
That this remotion of the Duke — ber 
* Is practice only; give me my Servant forth; 
So, tell the Duke and's Wife, Id ſpeak with them: 
| Now preſently — Bid them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their Chamber Door IT bent” che Drith, 8 
Till it cry Sleep to Death. 

Glo, 1 would have all well betwixt you. 4 [Exit 

- Lear. Oh me, my Heart! my rifin Heart! but down. 
Fool. Cry to it, Nuncle, as t Cockney did to the Eels 
when he put them © th Paſte alive, he knapt em o th 
Coxcombs with a Stick, and cry d. down wantons, down; 
Twas his Brother, that in pure kindneſs to his Horſe but- 
., tered his Hay. 

Enter Cornwall Regan, Gloſter, and Serv, | 
Tai, Good e s you both OF Y 4 


4 


Corn. 


ice, 


Lear. My Curſes on her. 


All the ſtor d Vengeances of Heay'a fall 


% 
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Corn. Hail to your Grace. Kent is ev a, liberty... 
Reg. I am glad to ſee your fe. | 
Lear. Regan, I think you are, I know what reaſon 
J have to think fo; if thou ſhouldſt not be glad, 
I would diyorce me from thy Mother's Tomb, Pets 
Sepulchring an Adultereſs. O, are you free? {To Kent. 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, 4 
Thy Siſter's naught : Oh Regan, ſhe hath tied 
Sharp-roeth'd unkindneſs, like a Vulture, here; 
I can fcarce ſpeak to thee, thou'lt not believe 
With how depray'd a quality Oh Regan! —— - 
Reg. I pray you, Sir, take patience; I have hope 


. You leſs know how to value her Deſert, 
Than ſhe to fcant her 3 


. I cannot think my Siſter in the leuſt 
Would fail her Obligation. If, Sir, | 
She have reſtrain'd the Riots dove Followers, 


Tis on ſuch Ground, and to | cad, 
As clears her from all blame. 


Rog. O Sir, you are old, | Rf 
Nature in you ſtands on the very verge 

Of her confine; yeu ſhould be rubd and led ** 

By ſome diſcretion, that diſcerns your State . 2 9 


Better than you your ſelf: Therefore I pray ou, 


That to "ws Siſter you do make return, 
Say you have wrong'd her. 
Lear. Ask her forgiveneſs? | 
Do you but mark how this becomes the Houſe ?  - 
Dear Daughter, I confeſs that I am old; - 


Ape is unneceſſary: On my Knees | beg, | 1 
* , | 


out youchfafe me Raiment, Bed, and Food. 
Reg. Good Sir, no more; theſe arc unfightly Tricks: 
Return you to my Siſter. 
Lear. Never, Regan: * 
She hath abated me of half my Train; 
Look d black upon me, ſtruck me with her Tongue 
Moſt Serpent - like, upon the very Heart. 
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On her teful top: Strike her young ** 
Tou n Airs, with Lameneſs. 
— — htniogs, dart your blind ; fume 
Lear. You nimble 8 your ing 
2 her ſcornful Ey . Inſect her Beauty, 
Ton Fen- ſuck d Fog, drawn by the Rm: Sun 
To fall, and bliſter. | | 
Reg. © the bleſt God!! . 
So will you wiſh.on me, when the — WAFY is ON. 
Tear. No, Regan, thou ſhalt never have my Curſe: 
> Thy tender-hearted Nature ſhall not give 
| Thee oer to harſhneſs; Her Eyes are fierce, but thine 
— comfort, and not burn. fis not in thee 
8222 my Pleaſures,. to cut off my Train, 
dy haſty words, to ſcant my ſizes, 
: E concluſiom, to oppoſe the bolt 
inſt my coming in. Thou better know'ſt 
e Offices of Nature, Bond of Child- hood, 
Effects of Courteſie, and Dues of itude: 
Thy half o'th' Kingom thou * not forgot, 


Wpherein I thee endow'd. | my 
„cee wii, 


Reg. Good Sir, to th' purpoſe. 
Tear. Who put my Man ith”. Stocks 
Der ray 
Core, Wha Trumpe PAD iu Wb dead: 
Reg w't, my 5: approves her Letter, 
That ſhe would — be here, Is your Lady come? 
Lear. This i is a Slave, whoſe eaſie borrowed Pride 2 
Dwells in the ſickly. grace of her he follo we. 
Out Varlet, from my fight. 
Corn. What means your Grace? - | 
r Enter Goneril. | tay 
- Lear. my Servant ? Regan, ve 
Thou didſt not know bn) t. ha good hope 
1238 here? O Heav'ns! 
1 do love old Men; if your ſweet ſway 
ow Obedience; if you your ſelves are old, 
Make i your cauſe: Send down and take my part.. 
Art not-aſham'd to look upon this Beard ? 
ny n.... 


2 


Son 
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: King Lea 4 
Gon. Why not by th' hand, Sir? Hew have I offended? 
All's not Offence that Indiſcretion finds, 24 
And Dotage terms ſo. LS 3 

Lear, O Sides, you are too tough! Will you yet hold ? 
How came my Man i'th*Stocks? - | 

Corn. I ſet him there, Sir: But his own Diſorders 
Deſery'd much leſs advancement. 

Lear. You? Did you? 

Reg. I pray you, Father, being weak, ſeem ſo: 
If, till the expiration of your Month, 

You will return and ſojpurn with my Siſter, 
Diſmiſſing half your Train, come then to me, 

I am now from home, and out of that proviſion 
Which ſhall be needful for your Entertainment. 

Lear? Return to her? and fifty Men diſmiſs'd? , 
No, rather I abjure all Roofs, and chuſe Fe 
To wage againſt the enmity o'th' Air, | 
To be a Comrade with the Wolf and Owl, 
Neceſſity's ſharp pinch — Return with her? 


why? The hot-bloody'd France, that Dowerleſs took 


Our youngeſt born, 1 could%s well be brought 

To knee his Throne, and Squire-like Penſion beg, 
To keep baſe Life a- foot; return with her? 
Perſwade me rather to be Slave and Sumpter 


To this deteſted Groom. 1 


Gon. At your choice, Sir. | . 
Lear. 1 prithee, Daughter, do nat make me mad, 


I-will not trouble thee, my Child. Farewell: 4457 
We'll no more meet, no more ſee one another, 

But yet thou art my Fleſh, my Blood, my Daughter, 

Or rather a Diſcaſe that's in my fleſh, ** ken 
Which I muſt needs call mine; Thou art a Bile, 

A Plague-ſore, or imboſſed Carbuncle tr 

In my corrupted Blood; but I'll not chide thee. 

Let ſhame come when it will, 1 do not call it, 

I do not bid the Thunder-Bearer ſhoot, 

Nor tell Tales of thee to high-judging Fove. 

Mend when thou canſt, be better at thy Leiſure, 

I can be patient, I can ſtay with Regan, 

I and my hundred Knights 
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Not altogether ſo, | 
1 locked not for you yet, nor am provided 
or your fit welcome; give car, Sir, to my Siſter; 
Tor thoſe that le Reaſon with your Paſſion, 
Muſt be content to think yu" old, 28 ſo 


But ſhe knows what ſhe 
Tear. Is this well ſpoken? _ 


Reg. 1 dare youch it, Sir; what, fifty "ANY 
Is it not well? What ſhould need of more? 
Vea, or ſo many? Sith that both charge and rg. 
k *gainft ſo great a number: How in one Houſe 
Should - many People, under two commands, 


TS Hoj Amity? Tis hard, almoſt impoſſible. 


Gon. Why might not you, my Lord, receive attendance 
From thoſe 1 5 the calls Servants, or from mine? 
Re. Why not, my Lord? If then they chanc'd to ſlack je 

We could controll 2 z if you will come to me, 
For ncw | ſpy a danger, I intreat you 
To bring but five and twenty; to no more 
Will Egive place or notice. | 

Lear. | gave you — 

Reg. And in gcod time you gave it. wh 

Lear. Made you my Guardians, my Depoſitaries, 

But kept a reſervation to be followe LE Ia 
With ſuch a number; What muſt I come to you 
Wich five and rvyenty? Regan, {aid you ſo? - 

© Reg. And ſpeak't again, my Lord, no more with me. 

Lear. Thoſe wicked Creatures yet do look well-favour'd 
When others are more wicked, not being the worſt 
Stands in ſome rank of praiſe; I'll go with thee, 

Thy fifty yet doth double five and Is : 
And — art twice her Love. 3 

Gon. Hear me, my Lord; | 
What need you five and twenty ? Ten? Or fie? 

To follow in a Houſe, where twice ſo . 
_ a command to tend you? 

Reg. What need one? 

Lear. O reaſon not the need: PO > AE 
Are in the Nas ws ſuperfluous ; | 
* not Nature, more than Nature needs, 


1 


Xing 1 E 41 M 2 
Man's Life is cheap as Beaſts. Thou art a Lady; 7 
If only to go warm were gorgeous, dn ; 
Why Nature needs not what thou rgeous wear'ft, 
Which ſcarcely keeps thee warm; Ke true need, OED 
You Heav'ns,-give me that patience, pavience 1 weed,” 
You ſee me here, you Gods, a poor old Man, 
As full of Grief as Age, wretched in both, 
If it be you that ſtir thefe Daughters Hearts x 
Againſt their Father, fool me not ſo much — 
To 10 b it tamely: Touch me with noble Anger, 
And let not Womens wea water drops, 
Stain my Man's cheeks. No, you unnatural Hage, 
| will have ſuch revenges-on you both, 
That all the World ſhell — will do ſuch things, 
What they are yet, I know not, but they ſhall be 
The terrors of the Earth; you think III weep, 
No, I'll not weep, 1 have Tull cauſe of weeping, 
| [Storm and TImpeſt. 
But this Heart ſhall break into a e thouſand flaws 
Or &er 1 weep, - O Fool, 1 ſhall Len. 

Corn. Les us withdraw, dal de 8 88 a Storm. | | 

Reg. This Houſe is little, the old Man and's People 
Cannot be well beſtow d. 

k Gon. *Tis his own blame hath put himſelf from Reſt, 
And muſt needs taſte his Folly. I 

Reg. For his particular, I'll receive him gladly, 

But not one Follower. * | | 
Gon. So am I purpos 4% A TO 
Where is my Lord of Golfer? Br * eee, 

Corn. Followed the * dan for Arth; ; he is returo'd.' 

Glo. The King is in r 

Corn. Whlder i he 22 * 

Glo. He calls to Horſe, but will I know not e 

Corn. Tis beſt to give him way, be leads himſelf. 

Gon. My Lord, intreat him by no means to ſtay. 

Glo. Alack, the Night comes on: and che high Wiads , 
Do ſorely ruffle, for many Miles about 
There's ſcarce a Bu. 

Nef. O Sir, to wilful Men, 


* 
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The 


x 


% 


| Kut. 
His heart · truck Injuries. 


And dare upon the warrant of my note 


Which are to France the Spies aud Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath been ſeen, _ 
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The Injuries that on themſclyes 33 


Mut be their School-Maſters; DT Dams 


He is attended with a deſperate T 
And what they may ineenſe him to, | 
To have his Ear abus d. Wiſdom bids fear... | 
Corn. Shut up your Doors, my Lord, tis a wild Night. 
AO . well: Tome ou: o'th' arm, hn 


- 
I Is 2 — — * y 1 


1 Ill. SCENE © 


8 CEN E A Heath, 


aue end wit Thin and Arg Enter Kent, 
and a Gentleman, ſeverallyj. | 
Jo's there befides foul Weather ? [quietly 
Sent. One min inded like the r 
Ken. I know you: Where's the Kings 
Sent. Contending with the fretful Elements; - 
Bids the Wind blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or ſwell the curled Waters bove the Main, 
That things might change, or ceaſe. | 
Kent. But who is wit him? bh | 
Gent. None but the Fool, who labour data 


Leut. Sir, I do know you, 72 65 12 . 
Commend a dear thing to 75 There is Aviſion © 
(Although as yet the face of it is cover'd, _ 

With mutual Cunning) *twixt Albany and Cornwall: * 


Who have, * s who have not, whom their great Star: 


Thron d and ſet high?) Servants, who ſeem no leſs, 


An 


Either in ſnuffs and packings of the Dukes, 


5 ; Or the hard Rein which both of them have born | * 
A ggainſt the old kind King; or ſomethin deeper, 
W ubereof, perchance, are but furniff _— | 


Car Twill lk farther with you. + 
Kent, 
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kme. No, do not: oy 4 awd. ted) oF} Matt 
.. ps og . 25365 1,241 
Than my Out- wall, open this Purſe, and tage 
What it contains. If you ſhall ſee Cordelia, 1. | 
e eee yo ning guts 4 
And ſhe wilb tell you-who this Fellow is 
Flat yet you do not know. Fy on this . | 
| will go ſock the King. wien n 51: 
Gent. — . g 
Have you no more to lay? Err c Z 
— Xe. Few e A 
when we have t in which your 
That way; IM this? — — 
* the other. LE ren. 
Sxorm ſtill. due, Lear and el 
123 "Blow Winds, and crack your Cheeks; Rage, blow | 
You Cataracts, and Hurricano's ſpout t.. 
Till ns —— drown the Cock. 
You rous and thpught-exccuting Fires, © 71 
— — of Oak. cleav ing Thunder-bolte, - DER 1 
Sindge my white Head. And thou all-haking Thunder, | 


Strike far the thick Rotundity o'th* Worlds 


Crack Nature's moulds, all Germaing pal at once | 
That makes ingratetul Man. | 
Fus. O Nuncle, Court-boly-water i in a dry Houſe, — 
better than the Rain water out o Door. Good Nuncle, in. 
ask thy Daughters Bledings te Night fen : 
Wiſe- men. nor Fools. m5 
Lear. Rumble thy Belly fall ſpit Fiee, . Raing | 
Nor Rain, Wind, Thunder, Fire are my ters; 
I tax not you, you Elements, with Unkindn 10 
I never gave you Kingdom, call'd you Children, 
You owe me no Subſcription; Then let fall 
Your horrible pleaſure; — · Here I ſtand your Slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis d old Nan: | 


But yet I call you ſervile Miniſter. 5 han 


That will with twp. pernicious Daughters j join 
Your high-engender'd Battels, gainſt a Head 
S and war an tole.” 2 be! tis foul. 
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Fool. He that bas a Houſe to put's Head in, his a pobd 
"Head piece: v9 $07 Goh tick) 1! 
"The Codpi der cht will houſe; before the Head has any: | 
"The Head, and he u Lewie; ſu "marry many. 
3 Man that males his toe; what he his heart ſhould make, 
| "Shall of a Corn cry wee, and turn his fleep to wake. 


For there was e we Petr hte | 
zin a Glaſs. | | | 
Enter Ken, 501 hwy | 
Lear, No, 1 will be the Pattern of al Patience, 21 | 
A will ay nothing. Sort: * $13 y ad 
Kent. ths dere 1A ti) d 
Fool. Ma 


12 here's Grace, and a Codpice, chars 4 We 
man, and | 


Kent. Alas oy are you here? things whey love Night, 
Love not ſuch Nights as theſe ; the wrathful Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 2.184 
And nt chem \eep their Caves: Since I was Man, © 
Such Theets of fire}fughiburfts' of horrid Thunder. 
Such groaus of roariug Wind, and Raid, I never 

Remember tothe heard. | Man's ELAINE ie 
Th' affliction, not the fear. : 
Lear. Let the great Gods, 
"That keep this dreadful pudder Oer our heads, 
Find out them Enemies now. Tremble thou Week; | 
That haſt within thee — 3 r en 
whipt of juſtice. Hide thee, t „ 
Thou Perjurd, and thou Simular of Virtue 
Thou art inceſtubus; Caitiff, to pieces ſhake - 
That umder covert and convenient ſeeming © + YT 1 
Has practis d on Man's life. Cloſe . * 
Rise your concealing Continents, and cry  * | 
"Theſe dreadful-Summoners grace. of am 4 Sri 
More finn'd againſt than finning. | 
Kent. Alack, bare headed? TR 
 Gracions m wy 4 Lord, hard" 'by dere is — 
Some frien will it dend ydu gainſt the Tempeſt: 
Repoſe you — while 1 to this hard Houſe | 
| {More harder than the Stones bereof tis rais'd; | 
2 Re ern as towers. hone # ans MW: 
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When Uſurers tell their Gold ck Bieta,” het 14 


Ring L AE _ 


Deny d me to come in) — faves! 5 7 


Their ſcanted courteſie. n died : 
| Lear, My Wits begin-to-tuess | n ** 
Come on my Boy. How doft my Boy? Art cold? 491 
I am cold my ſelf. Where is this Ss, my Fell? 
The art of our Necefficics is ſtrange, | 
And can make vild things precious. Come, your : 
Poor n my 
EDD for thee. x 207 13% 


. ine mr, 
| Wa heigh ho | the Wind and the W 
Muſt mate Content with his Fortunes ft, 
| Tout the Rain it raineth 17 
Lear. True Boy: come bring us to this Hovel. (Bxiz. 
Fool. This is a brave Night to cool n at of 
III ſpeak a Prophecy ere Igo; 
When Frieſtn ae — Words, than Matter, byy d 
When Brewers. mare their Malt with WateerrD/ʒ 
When Nobles are their Tailors Tutors 4 237 
No Hereticks burm d, bat "Wenches'Saitors, --' © 
When every Caſe in Law is right, | 4 
No Squire in Debt, nor no pobr Knight, 
When Slanders do not live in T 
Nor Cut- come not to Thron 


zh 
Het 
111 
1 
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And Bawds and OR do Churches build! + 
Then ſhall the Realm of Abi come to great Coufuſion, 
Then comes the time, who lives to ſeece r 


That ſhall be us d with Feet. t tan A i 
This Prophecy Merlin ſhall make, | mT 
For f do'tive before his time,” * n n [Exits 
SCENE II. An Apartment in Gloſter's Caftle. 


. 7 Buer Gloſter and Bastard. 
- Glo. Alsck;>alack, Edmund, 1 — inn 
dealing; when I defired their leave that I might pity him, 
1 the uſe of mine own Houſe, 
me on pain of perpetual Diſpleaſure, neither to 0 of 
him, entreat for him, W way ſuſtain him. Ts 


g aol) 0 | C 2 | | .. 


—— — 
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oft 00 Moſt unnatural.” - 

Go too; ſay you nothing. There i is divifion 90 
tween the Dukes, and a worſe matter than that: 1 have 
received a Letter this Night, tis dangerous to be ſpoken, I 
have lock'd the Letter in my Cloſet, theſe Injuries the King 
now bears, will be revenged home; there is part of a Power 
already footed, we muſt incline to the King, I will look 
him. and privily relieve him; go you and maintain: talk 
with the Duke, that my Charity be not of him perceiv'd; 
if he ack for me, I am ill, a gone to Bed; if I die for 
it, as no leſs is threatned me, the King my eld Maſter 
ne be relieved. There is nnn toward, _ 

you he careful. 
Baſt This Courteſſe forbid thee, ſhall the Duke 
In ſtantly know, and of that Letter too; | 
This ſeems a fair deſerving, and muſt draw me 
That which my Father loſes; no leſs than all, 1264/4 
The younger rites, when the old doth fall. Exit. 


SCENE III. Part of the Heath with 7 Hol, 


Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. | 
ken. Here is the place. my Lord, good my Lotd, enter; 
The Tyranny of the open * EN s too rough 
For Nature to endure. che 3350-1 CA —_ 
Lear Let me alone. {Þ 
: Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. | 
Lear. W |t break my Heart? + 
Kent. I had eter. e mine own; good my Lond 
enter. 
Lear. Thou think'ſt' tis much chat this contentious storm 
12 us to the Skin; ſo 'tis to thee; : 
But where the greater Malady i is fixt, - P 
| The lefler is ſcarce felt. Thou'dft hun a Bear, 
Bur if thy flight light toward the roaring Sca, 
Thou'dſt meer the Bear i'th' Mouth; when che Mind's free, 
The Body's delicate; the Tempeſt in my Mind., 
- Doth from my Senſes take all teeling elſe, 
Save What beats there. Filial Ingratitude! 
Is it not as this Mouth ſhould tear this Hand 
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For lifting Food to'r ? ——But I will puniſh home; + 

No, I will Weep no more In ſuch a Night, N 

To ſhut me out? Pour on, I will endure: 

In ſuch a Night as this? O Regan Gonerill, _ | 
Your old kind Father, whofe frank Heart e 
O that way Madneſs lyes, let me ſhun that, 

No more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 7 | 

Lear. Prithee KA in thy ſelf, ſeek thine owa et fe, -* 
This Tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder | 
On things would hurt me more, but Vil go in 
In Boy, go firſt, You houſeleſs Poverty — ener any 
Nay, get thee in; II pray, and then I'll ſleep 
Poor naked Wretches. — you are 1 
That bide the pelting of this pitileſs Storm. 

How ſhall your houſeleſs Heads and unfed Sidec, 

Your lop'd — window'd Raggedneſs, defend you 

From Seaſons ſuch as theſe? O I have ta en 

Too little care of this; rake Phyſick, Pomp. 

Expoſe thy ſelf to feel, what Wretches ſeel - 

That — may ſt ſhake the Superflux to chem, 

And ſhew the Heay'ns more juſt. N 
Enter Edgar, diſguis d like a Madman ond Fool. bela 

Fathom and half, Fathom and half! poor Tm. 

14 55 Come not in here Nuacle,here's a Spirit, belp . 

p me. 

Kent. Give me thy Hand, who's therp? 1880 

Fool. A Spirit, a Shin, he ſays his Name's poor Tom. 
Ten. What art thou that do ſt Fam | 
Come forth. 

Edg. Away, the foul Fiend follows me, h * 
ſharp Hawthorn blow the Winds. Humph, go to thy Bed 
and warm thee. 

Lear. Didſt thou give all to thy Daughters? And art 
thou come bon this ? * on 2 

W ves an r Tom? w t 
- oY I. led t _ Fire, and through Flame, 
through Sword, and Whirlpool, o'er Bog, and Quagmire, 
that bath laid Knives under his Pillow, and Halters in his 
Pue; ſet Ratsbane by his Porredge, made him proud of 
| C3. Heart, 


Heart, to ride on « Bay trotting Horſe, over four arch'd 
Bridges, to courſe his own ſhadow 'for a Traitor, bleſs 
thy five Wits, Tom's a cold, O do, de, do, de, do, de, 
bleſs thee from Whirl- winds, Star-blaſting, and taking, do 
Tam ſome Charity, whom the foul Fiend vexes. 
There could I have him now, and there, and here again, 
and there. + [Storms ſtill, 
Tear. Have his brought him to this paſs?- 
Could't thou fave nothing? would'ſt thou give em all? 
+ Fool. Nay, he reſery'd a Blanket, elſe we had been all 
d. 1 2 " : 


Tear. Now all the Plapues that in the pendulous Air 
Hang fated oer Men's faults, light on thy Daughters. 
Kent. He hath do Daughters, Sir. 1 | 
Lear. Death, Traitor, nothing could have ſubdu'd Nature 
To ſuch a Lowneſs, but his unkind Daughters. 
I it the Faſhion, that diſcarded Fathers 
Should have thus little merey on their Fleſh? 
Judicious Puniſhment, *twas this Fleſh begot 


' Thoſe Pelican Daughters, 


Edg. Pillicock far on Pillicock- hill, alow ; alow, loo, loo. 
I This cold Night will turn us all to Fools, and 
. men. 922 «> & ; | 

Bdg. Take heed o ch/ foul Fiend, obey thy Parents, keep 
thy Word, do Juſtice, ſwear not, commit not with-Man's 
ſworn Spouſe; {et not thy Sweet. heart on proud array. 
Tom's a cold. | ei Die by 
Zear. What haſt thou been? . | 


Edge. A Serving-man, proud in Heart and Mind That - 


curl'd my Hair, wore Gloves in my Cap, ſery'd the Luſt 
of my Miſtreſss Heart, and did the a of darkneſs with her. 
Swore as many Oaths, as I ſpake Words, and broke them 
in the ſweer Face of Heav'n, One, that ſlept in the con- 
triving Luſt, and wak'd to do it. Wine lov'd I dearly; 
Dice dearly ; and in Woman, out-paramour'd the Turk. 
Palſe of Heart; light of Ear, bloody handed. Hog in ſloth, 
in ſtealth, Wolf in greedineſs, Dog in madneſs, Lion 
in prey. Let not the creaking of Shooes, nor the ruſtling 

of Silks, betray thy poor Heart to Woman. Keep thy 
Foot out of Brothels. thy Hand out of Plackets, * 
4 . | , ; om 
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4 from Lenders Bochs, and defie tha foub Fiend... Still 
15 through the Hawthorn. blows the cold Wind: Says ſuum, 


I man, yoaſly; Dolphin my Boy, Boy Sefſey: Let him trot 


o by. [Storm ffill. 
1 n 
1, thy uncover d Body, this extremity of the Skies, Is Man 
7 no more than this? Conſider him well. Thou ow'ſt the 


Worm na Silk, the Beaſt no Hide, the Sheep no Wook 
| the Cat no Perfume. Ha! Here's three on's are ſophiſtica” | 
U ted. Thou art the thing it ſelf; unaccommodated Man, 
| is no more but ſuck a pocr, bare, forked Animal as thou 

art. (Woh pen — Come. unbutton here... 

[Tearing off his Cloaths. 
VOY" 0 Enter Glafter with a Torch, 
* Fool. Prethee Nuncle be contented; tis 2 nau 

to ſwim in. Now a little Fire in a wild Field, — She 

an old Lercher's Heart, a ſmall Spark, and all. the reſt. on's 

Body cold; look, here comes a walking Fire. 

Ede. This is the foul Flibbertigibbet; he begins at Cur- 
few, and walks at Firſt Cock; he gives the Web and the 
5 in; the Eye, and malten che Hair- lip; Milde wos 
d the whi te Wheat, lane pas rage ETD 


Earth. 
p | Switbokd aeted thrice the ade 
s Hie mathe Night-Mare, and her Nine fold, 
. Bd her alight, and her tretb-plight, ' 
Ad aroynt thee Witch, aroynt thee. | 
Kent. How fares your Grace? 


*% Lear. What's he 11 TW 

[ Kent Who's: there 7 what. ist yan ſeele? 

: Glo. What are you there? Your Names? 

I Eg. Poor Tow, that cats the A Frog, the Toad, 
8 the Tod · pol; the Wall- neut, and the Water - neut; that in 
; the fury of his Heart, when the foul Fiend Eats + 
% Cow- for Sallets; ſwallows the old Rat, and the Ditch- 

, dog; drinks the green Mantle of the ſtanding Pool; Who | 
" is whipt from Tything to T and ſtockt, puniſtyd, 

> and imprifon'd: Who hath, Suits ie lr Back, fit | 
y Shirts to his . 
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Horſe.to ride, and Weapon to mark 
But Mice, and Rats, and ſuch ſmall 8 
| Have been Tom's Food for ſeven long Year ; 
Beware my Follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou Fiend, 
Silo. What. hath your Grace no better Company? 
Edg. The Prince of ne A Gentleman, Modo he's 
_ calls; and Mahu. 
Glo. Our Fleſh and Blood, my Lord, is grown fo vile 
that it doth hate what gets it. 
Egg. Poor Tom's a-cold. 
| Slo. Go in with me; my Duty cannot fuffer 
|; Tobey in all your Daughters hard Commands: 
FT bough their Injunction be to bar my Doors, 
And let this tyrannous Night take hold upon you, 
Fet have I ventur'd to come to ſeek you out, 
And bring you where both Fire and Fgod is ready. 
Lear. Furſt let me talk with this n a 
What i is the cauſe of Thunder? | 1 
Kent. Good, mpLog, take his Offer, 1 
Go into th Houſe...” 
Lear. I'll talk a Word with this ane lxrned i, 
What is your Study? 
Edg. How to prevent the Fiend, and to kill Verinia, 
Lear. Let us ask you one Word in ptivate · 
= Rena. Importune him once mars 06-204 "ny" Lord, 
RN His Wits begin t' unſettle. . 
5 Glo. Can't thou blame him? [Storm ſtill. 
His Daughters ſeek his Death: Ah, that good, ns 
He ſaid it weuld be thus; poor baniſh'd Man. 
Thou ſayeſt the King grows mad; Ell tell thee, Prien, 
I am almoſt mad my ſelf, Lhad 2: Son. 
Nou out · la d from my Blood, he ſought * Life. 
But lately, very late; I lo d him, Friend, 
No Father his Son dearer: True to tell the,, 
The Grief hath craz d my Wits. TW a Nights this? 
1 do beſeech your Grace. 


Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir: | e ak. 
Noble Philoſopher, your Company, g. 
Edg. Tom's a-cold, He 25 4409 ede 


le, 


Xing Lia 1 


Glo. In, Fellow, there, into th Hovel; keep thee warm. 
Lear. Come, let's in all. 
Kent. This way, my Lord. 
Lear. With him; | 
I will keep ſtill with my Philoſopher. 
Kent. Good, my Lord both ia, let him take the Fellow. 
Cle. Take him you on. f 
Kent. Sirrah, come on; Go along with us. 
Lear. Come, wen Athenian. | | 
Glo. No words, no words, huſh. 


Eg. Child Rowland to the dark Tower came, 

His word was ſtill, fie, foh, and fum, E 
1 ſmell the Blood of a Britiſh Mah. [Extine. 
SCENE IV. Gloſter's Cf. wo 
Eater Cornwall and: Bee 1 


Cam. I will have Revenge. ere I depart bis Houſe © | 
Baſe. How, my Lord, I may be cenſur'd. chat Na. 
ture thus gives way to Lonky * fears me * 

think of. 

Corn, I now perceive, it was not altoget 
ther's evil Diſpoſition made him ſeek his ogerher your Arian a2 
E NN Merit ſet a Work by a reprovable Badneſs in 

mſelf | 

Baſt. How malicious is my Fortune, that I myſt repent 

to be juſt? This is the Letter which he ſpoke of; which 
approves: him an intelligent Party to the Advantages of 
France. Oh Heav'os! that this Treaſon were not; or not 
I the Detector 

Corn, Go with me to the Dutcheſs. 

Baſt. If the Matter of this Paper be certain, you have 
mighty Buſineſs in Hand. | 
Corn, True or falſe, it hath made thee Earl of Gloſter : 
wy out where thy Father is, that he may be. ready for 


rehenſion. 
et find him comforting the King, it win tuff 
his Suſpicion more fully. 1 will perſevere in my Courſe of 
. though the Conflict be ſore ry that and - 


my Blood. 
Cs Corn. 


— 


oF Kg LEA. 
un I Will lay truſt * and thou ſhalt find a 
dear Father in my Love. 3 LExeuns 


SCENE V. 4 Chaniber. 4 


2 Euer Kent and Gloſter. 
= Olo. Here is better than the open Air, take ierhankful 
Ip: 1 will piece out the comfort with what . 
can; rei from u. 
Len. All the Power of his Wits, have * > This 
| Impatience;, The Gods reward your Kin 
= Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool. 
- Ede. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me. Nero is an Angler 
5 Lake of Darkneſs: * Innocent, and beware the 


foul Fiend. 
Fool. Prices, 2h tell me, wheitra a — be a 


Gentleman, ay; 2 4 1 


F Ge deb e Gengleman\ta'his 
Fool. No, he's a — Gentleman, ta 

| 2 For he's s a Yeoman W e 
ore aim. 


eee 
me hix zing in upon em. 
; _ ,,, Edg- Bleſs thy five Wits. * BY 
| Nen. © ity! Sir, A the Patience now, "wy 
Mer pen oft have hoaſted ta remain? 35 
Edg. My Tears begin 3 þ ouch 
They mar my Counter n e por” £4 
| 2 The little Dogs and 
ons Blanch, _ — rae The, they Yak at me 
g. Tom will thro is Headatthern, POR 
Be thy Mouth or black or white, » 55 
Tooth that 3 . 
| Maſtiff, Grey- U * Mun 
Hound or Spaniel, eee, wo 
Or Bobtail tike, or Trundle — 


Tum will make him weep and 
For with throw in © hk hs . 


"Dogs kap the Batch, and all are fled; 


1 


4 * l 
: TY 
& 2101 Uh 1 . * 
10 . 


Be, 


BEP 


- 
* 


= © = "a 9" 


57 
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Do, de, de, de: Seſg; come, march to Wakes and Fairs, 
And Market Towns; poor Toms. thy horn is dry [Exit. 
Lear. Then let them Amatornjze Regan. See what 

breeds about her Heart — Is there any "cauſe im Nature 

that make theſe hard —_—_— Fon, Sir, J entertain for 
one of an nn only, Ido not ke the Faſhion of your 

Garments. wth ey we Fen bt tem : 


ne mae go nojfe, draw the Curtuins: 

So, fo, we'll go to Sup nnen 

Fool. And II go tg? at Noon. * ; 

"Ws, Camo ſin Friend; where is the King; my 
r? 

Kent. Here, S ti but trouble him not, his Wits are gone. 
Glo. Good Fr 1 prithee take him in thy 2 
have o'er- "Rea tors af Death upon bim: 

There is a Litter hy him in't, ob 2: 
And drive toward Dover, Friend, where thou alt di 
Both welcome and . Take up thy Maſter, 

If thou ſhould'ſt dally half an Hour, his Life, * 
With pr all M — to defend Rim, wt * 23A 
Stand in aſſured Loſs. Take up take * OOF 
And follow me, that will to Ga yorker | | 


pts Ft « Cane, come away.” bee. | 
SCENE VI, Gloſter's Ch.. 


| Wes Coral mee Donnie Belen and Savant 


Corn. Poſt ſpeedily to my Lord your Husband; ſhew him. 
this Letter, "the Army of N is landed; fee out the 
Traitor Giger. 

Reg. Hang him inftantly. 1 N 

Gon. Pluck out his Eyes; s 

Corn. 4 to my Diſpleaſare. Emm . 
<—_— pays the revenge we ate bound to take 

your traitèrous Father, are Nod fr for your beholding: 
Adviſe the Duke where e to 4 maſt feſtinate 


Preps 


o s = 
Wo 


66 r King AA. : 


Preparation; | we are bound to the like. Our Poll 
be ſwift, and intelligent bet wixt W . fear 
farewel my Lord of l N 


How now? Where's the Kings? | 
Stew. My Lord of Gloſter had con I him hence... 2 
Some five or fix and thirty of his Knights 
5 Hot N. after bier met him at Baus $3, 


> 0! „ 


_ Corn, Get ey for our ns Wis 

Son. Farewel, ſweet = and Siſter... 

' Corn. Edmund farewel: Go ſeck the Traitor 
Pinion bim like a. Thief, bring him before us: 254 4 
Though well we ma not paſs upon his Life 45 
Withoot the Form N Juſtice; yet our — =F 
Shall do a court'he to our Wrath, wht. eee An 
May ! blame, but not.controul. | 

Enter. Gloſter . aide. 1 
Who's there? the Traitot? „N 6 | 
: Ingrateful Fox! tis GE Koen eee 

Corn. Bind faſt his.corky Arms, £ bar a. „ 

Glo. 3 3 hos „Sue 250 191 bot 
| Gaod.1 rie conſider ou 
Do Gy foul play, Friends. MY ed 44 

Corn. Biud fürn J Ay. » 122 


| ern. o this Chair b 24 me & 1 hs! 4 tag 2 » 

Villain, , ſhalt ind. | | 

**. By the kind . tis moſt rah ae 4 hh 
8 me by the Beard. Mota i N 
eL ente 1. o 15 wi 82 J 


[ 07 mid ovens uu 

hel 1 5 ek or thou 0 caviſh ih rom guy Chi. 8 
3 and, accuſe thee. WF: Hoſt, no nog 
obbers Hands, my ET urs. 

ew hold vt rule ths: What will * 7. . 


Con. 


P 


Rang. Laan 4 


Corn. Come, Sir, what Letters had you au late from France? 
Reg. Be fimple anſwer'd, for we ou the Truth. 
Corn. Andyhat.Confederacy have. you with oy: Traitors. 


D Fan 3489 a6 A bot 
To whoſe Hands | 1 
You ve; ſent the Lunatick King? fronks | = 


Glo, 1 haye a Letter gueſſingly ſer down 


Which came 8 from ONE. «+ of, 4 neutral Heart, w 
Aud tot from one oppos 
Corn. Cunni El 11 1 AI 12 — = ng CO "ae 
. Rag. And a i e mm: err 
Corn Wher hub den ot the King 1 1.1 ,nw29 
la To Dover. * 105 S 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover 7 11 r BN. 25 »% ö 


Corn. Whereſers et, x him eee th 84 
Gio T-am"ty'd to thi Stake, >; tid 4 
And I muſt ſtand the Courle, ty YH "Fj Birth o0. N 
— Wberefart to Dover .. . Arn 1 ' 
Dee 
Pluck out — poor old Eyes; nor thy , 
In his anointed Fleſh tick, boariſh Phangs. a5 
The Sea, with ſuch a Scorm. as, his bare dd | ou 
In e Me indur'd, 2 have buoy'd * 


Sena reeled fir es: | al 227 EW #14 

Yor poor © Heart, he e Hear ap4o, Rr) wot: 
If Wol at 4. Gate yl that ſtern time, 

N have 2 turn the Keys ... aT 

ONS ſubſcribeʒ 5 re 
winged Vengeance. 15 uch e 

N See t ſhalt thou never. 1 ho Chair, . | 

Upon theſe Eyes of thine, I'll ſet my Foot. x 

ne held down while COA treads out one of 

'» tr fee (act i . | 

4 will think to lie, *ill be wy | | 

e me ſome help. O cruel! O you gods! | 

Rey, One Side will mock another; th other too. 

Cern. If you fee Vengeance — = | = 
Ser. Hold your Hand, my Lord: 

I have ſerv dj you ever fince I was a Child: 


— 


63 Ring 15 B A n. 

t better Service have I never r don?) you 8 
This pow to bid yo eie me e to and 
"ne: Fj now, . nk ae fg fee! _ tl 


der Kyo did we Bead vpon your Chin * 
rg ſhake it on this quarrel, * Whay Whay you nene we.) 
| Corn. My Villain! F; 


Hane in be neee, 
Ser. Nay th on, 2 take the Chanee of an 
Reg. oe e thy S werd. F 8 ſand up thus? 
> b 20. ne mort Ky hw 
Ser. Oh; I am gain my Lond you tave's ft 
To ſee ſome miſchief on him. Oh — % 
Corn, Leſt it ſes more prevent it; Gut vid Gell?⸗ 
; Where is thy Luſtre now? [Treads ont the rr" Bye, 
Slo. All dark and comfortkeſs—=——-" STA jy 
Where's DY Son Edmund? [24951 ast 2 1 9007 ze 
Edmumu MC ety of Mates, al wid 


To 125 this horrid act. e e mes 1 oh 


The® call'ft on bim that bates thees It was he 
That made the Overture of thy Tresſons te 1 
. Who is too good td p ity "thee, © T1007 id 110 aut 
| Ga Om my Fells! ben Abe was Dust nion id 
N Kind gods, that; and proſper him 


His way to Dover. : +7) 95:25 Px#t with Gloſter. 
How i 6 my Lotd? How Jock you? TE EE 004 "ks 
Corn. Fhave TY 4 hurt; follow me, 1 — 
Tarn out chat Eyeleſs Villain; throw this s on boch. 
Upon the we”. pI an, bleed azpace, lo #410 I/. 


| e comes this s Give me your Arbe. S 


„ art 14 iS Sorte 49.29 4 Cl Doi (105% 


30 1 ny © n v4 ers; PI. 2 dt Wal ag . * hes I 
Ks Ne 8 * 


een 


C145 þ 10 700 "Y _ 03 2 15 Hiw A 8 1 
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19 005 (96433 n „. 8 Aan e DLIG an): — 
| an 745, 42384909) ant: o t A0 
| 44 MA | ie. Ia: 55 &1 muy Wer as2 
ola 8 2w 1 22 bd thy bunt avid 3 
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Out treacherous Villa 547K At: Ram ban 


Reg. Go de bi o at Gates and let him Hell 4 
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6 wth; Bie Edgar... 2 e 

; yur better thus, and known to be'comernn's; 

Than ſtill contertin'd and 'flauer'd, to de words 

| The loweft, and moſt deject ching of 3 U 28W 
Stands ſtill in eſperance, lives not in fear. nt | 

| The lamentable Change is from the beſt, - 1 . 
The worſt returns to Laughter. Welcome- — nw 

N Thou unſubſtantial Air that I embrace: | 
The Wretch' that thou haſt blown ants the work, 
Owes nothing to my Blaſts. 31 4 5 

* . Emer Arne led yn ld Ma," 1. 
But who comes here? Father poorly ren 
World, World, O Word! 

: But that thy ſtrange mutations make us hate thee, 
2 not yield to Age. 1 

| Man. O my good Lord, Fer diy — 

I a Father's Hear theſe ol Friend 8 6 

4 Away, get thee av SP, 

4 Thy Comforts Gan do me. l grod at, 


” 


FS is 


- Thee they may hurt. Let of! 
= OldMan. You cannat ſce your ad WA 
b Glo, 1 have no wa r 


®, 
r Qumbled when 1 Aw. Full oft t ſen, | 1 
eee 1 ted; 
# Prove our Commodities. O dear Son 18 
The Food of thy abuſed Father's Wrath: n 


Might I but live to ſee thee i in my Touch, 1 1 N A 
| I'd fay I had Eyes again. w? Loom 
, Old Man, How nov? who's there? 95 

Fam work] the who is't ng Wha am eser I 


+ is" 1 


| than Cer I | 
n I EY Ol 


„„ iz Le 
ole. 'Tis poor mad Tom. 
7 24% And'worke I e. The word is ore | 
Ss long as we can he worſt. 
Old Mn. Fellow, where goclt? 


Glo. Is it a ; 


Old Man. tn eee 
Glo. He has ſome Reaſon elſe he could not beg”. 


H 
M 
Le 
Ti 
Be 
So 
I'th' lat Night's Storm; I ſuch à Fellow ſaw ; An 
b 
Ev 
Bri 
An 
Wi 


Which made-me think a Man, a Worm. My 8n 
Came. then inte my Mind, and yet my Mine 
3 Friends with him. have beard * 
| ſince: 1 
q As Flies to thewanten Boys, are we to. th'gods,. | 
T̃ hey kill us for their Sport. ICE fla 5d 7 
Egg. How ſhould this be? ; II. 
Bad is the Trade that muſt play te Fa 3 
Ang ring it ſelf, and others. 
Gl. I chat the 72 Dae 
Ola. A m 7 1 g. 
Glo. Get be 4 If for my & S77 7 
Thou wilt per- take us hence a Mile or twain | 
Ith' way toward Dover, do it for ancient bees 6 


Aud bring ſome covering for his 1 3 


"IS 
108 30 : 


Which 11 intreat to lead me. . OY 
. Alack 55 ke, is mad. 


he time's plague, wie Mein un. 
Do as I bid thee, , or racker do thy Pleaſure; | 
Above the reſt, be g one. 8 
o 1. bing hi he tl Panda Than, 
Come on't what A 
Glo. Sirrah, naked Fellow... : _. 
Eag. Poor Tums a-: cold. 1 canngt daub 1 
Sie. Come hither Fellen. N 
E. And yet I muſt; en in 5 ae ; 
_ Bleſs thy Ph; es, they 1 Aug an 1 
Glo. Lane tte wane Dojo a ig 
Stile te, Horſe: way, an oot · pa 
— Tom hath 12 7 out of pas Wits. 
thee good —— ER Fiend, 


* 


Glo. 


4 


K LEW I 


Glo. Here take this Parſe, thou whom the Heav'ns plagues 


Have humbled to all ſtrebes. That I am wretched : / 


woo thee the bappier: Heav'ns deal ſo ft: - nl. 


Let the ſuperfluo us, ad the Luſt-dieteck Man, 
That ſlaves your 1 — that will nöt fe - > 197 1! 


Becauſe he dos not ferl fe | Your power quickly: 1A 


80 diſtribution geld udds- D8S£t TLOY SniLovt 


And each Man have enough. Hon ee know Dover 


. Edg. Ay Maſter. ; 
Glo. woes eee 


Looks fearfully on the 404 
Bring me but bh the very brim of it; P f b ads e 


And I'll repair the airy hoe Gold ave 2991 07 
With ſomething rich- about me: that fu. 5 Ave 
I ſhall no leading-need Geode ff! 220102 $150 nobel) 

Edg. Give me thy anz mA... 


Poor Tum (hall lead ibn. (eben 


480) 42 .. 


SCENE I. 5. Dube 


*r en 42 


Palace, t nv 


2 Geerd Blk eng Th) AH 


©: 


0 
18 


d 


Gon. E warvel "cur and Fladkand- 


Not met us on the way. Now. where yu . 
Stew. Madam within, but never Man ſo chang d: 

I told him of the Arm ou Kate 4 u i 02 

He ſmil'd at it. It werg coming 

His anſwer was, wb. 8 Treachery, 

N A e of bis Sen. vcr 70 06 

When I inform'd him, then he cali d: me Sor. T | nitle 


And told me 1 had turn d the wrong fide us: 


What ot he ſhould dike, ſeems plat to bir 


What like, offcaſive; . /- +; 

Gon, Then ſhall yon go no further. T 4 8 
It is the Cowiſh terror of his Spirit. PA 
That darea not und bell nc — . ei! 


Which tie him * ers gur Wiſhes on the 94 
May prove e wy — wy. 


— 


66 Kang L * N. 

: Maſters, and conduct his Powers. 
1 muſt change Names at home. and give the Dic 1 
Into my Hysband's'hands; . This truſty 4 de | 
Shall paſs between, ys; ere long you are. deen her. 
If you dare venture id your ewn.;bebalt, , y 
A Miſtreſſes command. Wear, re 
on Head This Kiſs, if if u 

ch thy Spirits up into che Ar: N 
— and fare _ _ 

Yours in the ranks Deck 

Sen. My moſt dear Glaſer, - | 15 xl «has Bn 
Oh, the difference of Man, and Man! 


Jo thee a — 24 * 0 1 
My Fool =» A oi f 19 
Stew, Mak Mere comes my Lord. : 


od 4 5 * 5 

1 eee fen L 10% 

N. Alb. Oh Goneril, 
5 n an which the ruck vin ; e 
- Blows in your Face. 

71 Gon Milk-liver'd. Mann", 


Who D EW "brows ah 542 
K nee ackern. 
- 086.” See thy 4 
1 pro , 

q So horrid as in Woman IO 
3 Gon. Od vai Foot; Loy mil 10 1 Ii Is * C h 21. 
us 78 T2 re, + \Meſſenger, BEV 1 
good Lord, the Dake af ener, F 4d, _ 


2X _— — 
y his Ser sant: n 0 
The other Rye of Gr. do | 13 A tio bo k wy 
Ld. Glofters By 210 BALL b. * FRY Darn! 


Meſ. A Servant that he bred, chrilf 7 with remorle 
Oppos d againſt the act; bending his Sword . 

To his great Maſter :' who, thereatenrag'd, 
Flew on him, ant amongſt them fell'd þ a dead 
— But nat without that harmful ſtroke which heice' 
Nah piachad him after 


193d 


| * | Q &* : 
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Alb. This ſhews you are above, £ 
You Juſtices, that theſe our nether Crimes © | 
So ſpeedily can venge, But O poor * 
Loſt he his other Eye? | n 

Meſ, Beth, both, 1 n 
This Letter, Madam, craves a ſpeedy 178 3 
'Tis from your Siſter. | | 

Gon. One way I like this well, | 
But being Widow, and my Gloſter with her, 

May all the building in my Fancy pluck _ 

12 i eee 

oy” News is not ſo tart. Fll read, and anſwer. . , [ Exit. 

Alb, Where was his Son, when * did take his Bye? 
4 Come with my Lady hither. 

He is not here. e TO, 
No, m Lord, I met him 
4h. Know? giv Wickedneſs ! w. 

— Ay, my good Lord, *twas he inform'd aint bin 
And quit the l Houſe of purpoſe, that ou Puni mee 
Might have the freer ak. 


Alb. Gloſter, I live e n 002 
To thank than far the Jage thaw is tho King 
And to revenge thine Eyes. Ono r Friend, 
Tell me what more thou knaw] ſt. — 


Enter Cordelia, IRE. | 


Cor. Alack, 'tis he; why he was met even now 
„I mad as the vext Sea. finging aloud, 

Crown'd with rank Fenitar, and furrow' Weeds, 
wich Hardocks, Hemlock, Nettles, Cuckow Flowers, 
* WDarn:), and all the idle Weeds that grow 
la our ſuſtaining Corn. A Century ſend forth; 
Search every Acre in the high-grown Field. 
And bring him to our Eye. What can Man's Wiclom 
nthe reſtoring bis bereaved Senſe? He that belps him, | 


wW 


ke all my outward worth. agus e 


= 
— — 
— — r 


— —— — 4. 
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BY 
Gent. There are means, Madam: 0 A. 

Our foſter Nurſe of Nature, is Repoſe, | 

The which he. lacks; that to provoke in him, 

Are many Simples operative. whoſe power 

Will cloſe the Eye of Anguiſn. ag 
Cord, All bleſt Secrets, | 

All you unpubliſh'd Virtues of the Earth 

Spring with my Tears; be aidant, and remediate 
In the good Man's deſire; ſeck, ſeek for him, 

Leſt his ungovern d Rage diſſolve the liſe 


That wants the means to lead it. | 15 „tn 


Enter a Meſſenger, _ #7565 , ans 
"nf. wares! Madam, e 
The Britiſh Powers are marching bicherward, . 
| Cord, Tis known before. Our Preparation fla ate: 
In expectation of them. O dear Father, 


I: is thy buſineſs that I go about: therefore great * 


My mourning: and importun d tears hath pitied. 
5 eggs wo our why. Fer Right: 

t Love, dear Love, 2 our 's t: 
Soon may 1 hear, and ſee him . 


80 E N E IV. Regan“ Palace. .* . 


«WWI Ge. Enter Reds chin: 
- Reg: But are my Brother's Powers ſer forth? 
Stew. Ay Madam. 5 
Reg. Himſelf in Perſon: there? 
Stew. Madam, with much. adoe... 
© Your Siſter is the better Soldier. 


Reg. ate with your Lord, at home / 


Sten. 24g Madam. him 
What might import my Siſter's Letter to ? 
+ i — 2 p 
Reg. Faith he is poſted hence on ſerious Matter. 
It was reat ignorance, Glaſter s Eyes being out 
To let live; where he arrives, he moves 
All Hearts againft us: Edywnd, I think, is gone. 
In pity of his miſery,” to diſpatch 
His nighted Life: Moreover to deſcry 


ef, 


The 


King: L a R. 


he Nrength o'th' Enemy. * 
Stew. I muſt needs after him, Madam, with i 
Reg. Our Troops ſet forth to morrow, 4 drr us: 
The ways are dangerous. | G.f = 
Stew. I may not, Madam ; d oi 
My Lady charg'd my duty in this 1 
Reg. why ſhould ſhe write to Edmund? 
Might not you tranſport. her purpoſes by 6 Belike, 
Some things, I know not — — r ge ett 
Let me unſeal the Letter. 25 
1 know ; note Hu 
1 ſure · of W e late here 
the gave ſtrange ceiliads, and moſt — ing looks 
To noble EAmund. I know you are of her boſom. 
Stew. I, Madam? | 
Reg. I ſpeak in underſtanding: You are; 1 knows 
Therefore I do adviſe you take this Note. 
My Lord is dead; Zimmd and J have talk d, 
And more convenient is he for my Hand 0 
Than for your Lady's: Lou may gather more: 
If you do find him, pray you give him this; * 
And when your Miftref — thus much from _ 
1 pray deſire her call her Wiſdom to her. 


$ fare you well. 

If you S to hear of that blind Traitor, 

Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. + - = 
Stew. Would I could meet him, Madam, Libel flew 

What Party I do follow. | 


Rog. Fare thee well. Cera. 
S C EN E v. The cn 
Enter Gloſter and Edgar. 


Glo. When ſhall I-come to th' top of that fame Hill? 
Edg. You do climb up it now. Lookhow we * 
Glo. Methinks he Ground is even. 


Edg. Horrible ſteep. WL 2 
Hark, do you hear the Sea? 2 ig ange 
.Glo. No truly, | — 2 . 
Edgs 
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Eag. Why then 3 other e imperfect 

By your 'Eytsan . 5 
Gle. So may it he indeed. | i 

Methinks thy Voice is alter'd, and thou. ſpeak'ſt 

In better phraſe and matter than thou didſt, 

ag. You're much deceived: nie am 4 chang 

But in my Garments. 

Sio. Methinks you're better ſpoken. | 

_ Come on; Sir, ; £ 

Here's the place; ſtand fill. How fearful 

And dizzy tis to caſt one's Eyes ſo low! _ 

The Crows and Choughs, that wing the, midway air 

Shew ſcarce ſo groſs — Half way down 

Hangs one that gathers Samphire; dreadful trade! 

 Methinks he ſeems no bigg er then his Head. 

The Fifher-men that * n the beach 


Appear like Mice; and yond tall Anchoring Bark, | 


Diminiſh'd to her Cock; her Cock, a Buoy”  - 
Almoſt too ſmall for fight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on th'unnumbred idle Pebble chafs 
Cannot be heard ſo high. I'Il look no more, 
Leſt my Brain turn, = the 4 ſight 
Topple down 
Go. Set me i ye ſtand, 
Edg. Give.me your ps 
| You are now within a foot of th. extream Verge: | 
For all beneath the Moon would not 1 leap en 
.o. Let go wy my hand: 
Here Friend's another Purſe, in it a ewel | 
Well worth a poor Man's taking. Fairies, and gods 
Proſper i it with thee, Go thou further off, 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 
Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. Seems to 
Gb.. With all my Heart. 
. Edg, Why do 1 rifle thus with his Deſpair? 
*Tis! dope to cure it. 
Glo, O you mighty gods! 
- This World I do renounce, and i in your „ 
Shake patiently my great Affliction off; 1 ab 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall „ of 5 
T 


> : 
%.% - - 
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To quitrel with yon great o eſs 'Wills, | 01 
My Snuff, and be part of Nature ſhould: 4 1 
Burn it {&f our. If Edger live, O bleſs him. „ 
own Fellow, fare thee well. \"[Heleap pi fall 

Edg. Good Sir, farewel. 
und yet I know, not how Conceit rob | 
The treaſure. of Life. When Life it { L. 
Yields to the Theft. Had be been where een 
By this had Thought been paſt. Alive, or dead? 
Hoa, you Sir! Friend! here, you Sir! fpeak!” 
Thus might he paſs indeed yet A = is | 
What are you, Sir? „ 
Gb. — and let we die. 85 
Edg.Had'Rt thou been ought burma Feuthrdkir 
So many fathom down preci 
Thou dſt ſhiver d like an . . doſt breath; 
Haſt heavy ſubſtance, not ſpeak, art ound? 
ren Rafe at leaſt, make not the altitude 
, I Which thou haft perpendicularly fallen; £ 
Thy Life's 4 Miracle. ly: rar? or ver WD. DR 
Glo But have 1 falPn,-or-no n 
Edg. From the dread Summit of this Chalky Bourn 
Look up, a height, the ſhrill gor d Lark fo far A 
Cannot be ſeen or keard: De but look up- 
Glo. Alack, I have no Eyes; - - 
Is wretchednefs depriv'd t benefit | 5 N 
0 it ſelf by Death? "Twas per ſome canifirt; © 
W could beguile the T t's Rape, 
— 
N Ezg. Give me your Arm. 1 
Up, 10--- How is't? — wot yrs your Leg? ven d 
Glo. Too well, too we 
to , Edg. This is above all ſtran 
Upon the Crown o'th' Chiff, what thing \ was that | 
Which parted from you 
Glo. A poor unfortunate Begpar. 
Edg. As I ſtood here below, methought bis 9 
Were two full Moons: he had a thouſand Noſes, 
Horns walk ed, and wav'd like the enraged Sea: 
It was ſome Fiend: therefore thou happy Father, 


''® | * 
98 14 \ 4 


— 


J 


RY 


I rook-it ry Man; often 'twould ay 
The Fiend, the Fiend he led. me to that place. | 
Eag. \Dowiforn and goties Thenghes, 
2b 1 ; 9 900 J AT bed ; i | 

But who comes hefe? 2 1 % var, 95 

The ſafer Senſe w accoi „ od 2d vice 2 

His Maſter thus. CZ #2/16v 29 26 
| +Lear. No, they ee 

de King himſelf... I gal; ett "A $47.5) 
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Think 'that the cleareſt gods. rpbo.oake rake thera hanoven 
Of Men's impoſlibilities, have.preſerv'd. 
Glo. 1 do remember now Feenceforth l. ber 


r y out itiſelt 
ough, enough, and die. That thing "on TY 


g. © thou fide «piercing Kt! N 

Lear. Nature 5 0s: per hn FP? * 1. 
e t Fello — Bow, like af 
keeper : draw me g wh — Look, locke a uſe, 
Peace, Peace, this piece pf 2 4 will, do t— 
There's my Grant, 1Þ pe prove it on a Giant, 010 up the 
brown Bills, O well flown A as ae i ch clout: 


3 


- WI 

7 hy | 

ect Marjeram, | „ Hiwh 93-1655, 2.19 „ 
= 7 - . 

1 7 £ \*}3 : 1 


* Ie Yak | . | 

Lear. Ha! Gonerill uch a white Beard ? They latter d me 
like a Dog, and: told me I had white H 8 in my Beard, 
ere the black ones were f there. To ay; Ay, and No, to 
every * agus ſaid Ay; and no NS] ho good Di. 
vinity. When the Rain came to et me once, and Wind 
to make me chatter: when the Thunder would not peace at 
my bidding, there I found em, there 1 ſmelt em out. Go 
to, they are not Men o 1. werds; they * me I was 
every t 'Tis a Lie. I am not Ague pr 

l 1 1 of that Voice I do eee Is't 
not 8 King? ede 7 

Lear, Ay, every, inch a King. " | 
When I do ſtare, {ee how the Subject p 
1 pardon that Man's Life. What 1 Cauſe? , 

3 thou ſhalt "ot die; die for Adultery? | 


No, 


= 


m 
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No, the Wren goes to't, and the ſmall gilded. Flie . 
Do's letcher in my fight, Let Copulation thrive: 
For Glofter's Baſtard Son was kinder to his Father, 
Than my 1 'rween the lawful Sheets. 
To't Luxury pell:mell, for I lack Soldiers. 
Behold yon fimpering Dame, whoſe Face, 'tween her Forks; 
preſages Snow; that minces Virtue, and do's ſhake the 
Head to hear of Pleaſures name. The Fitchew, nor the 
ſoyled Horſe: goes to't with a more riotous Appetite 
down from the waſte they are Centaures, though Wo- 
men all above; but to the Girdle do the Gods inherit, be- 
neath is all the ſiends. There's Hell, there's Darkneſs, 
there is the ſulphurous Pit, burning, Scalding, Stench, 
Conſumption, : Fie, fie, fie; pah, pa; Give me an Ounce 
of Civet, good Apothecary, to ſwecten my Imagination; 
There's Mony for thee. | | 

Glo. O let me kiſs that Hand. 
Tear. Let me wipe it firſt, it ſmells of Mortality. 

61. O ruin d. piece of Nature, this great World 
Shall ſo wear aut to naught. Do'ſt thou know me?? 

Lear. Iremember thine Eyes well enough: do'ſt thou 
ſquiny at me? No, do thy worſt blind Cupid, il not Love. 
Read thou this Challenge, mark but the penning of it. 


Sb. Were all thy Letters Suns, 1 could not ſee one. 


. I weuld not take this from Report; 
It 1 my Heart breaks at it. 5 

Lear. Read. mh - 

Glo, What, with this Caſe 1 e get 

Lear. Oh ho, are you there with me? No Eyes in your 
Head, nor no Mony in y our Purſe ? Your Eyes are in heavy 
caſe, your Purſe in a light, yet you ſee how this World goes. 

Glo. I ſee it feelingly, e- | * 

Lear. What, art mad? A Man may ſee how this World 
goes with no Eyes. Look with thine Ears: See how yond 
Juſtice rails upon yond ſimple Thief. Hark in thine Ear: 
Change places, and Handy- dandy, which is the Juſtice, 
which is the Thief: Thou haſt ſeen a Farmer's Dog bark at 
a ar ? h | my * 

Glo. Ay Sir. Flo? el ann 

Lear. And the Creature run from the Cur: there thou 
Vol. VII. D might iſt 


wo 


- 
— — — — 
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might'ſt behold the great Image of Authority, a Dog's 

-obey'd in Office. 

"Thou Raſcal Beadle, hold thy bloody Hand: 

Why doſt thou laſh that Whare? Stripthy own Back, 

Thou hotly luſt to uſe her in that kind, | 
For which thou whip ſt her. The Uſurer hangs the Cozener. 

h ratter'd Cloaths, great Vices do appear; 

Robes, and furr'd Gowns hide all. Place Sins with Gold, 

And the ſtrong Lance of Juſtice hurtleſs breaks: 

Arm it in Rags, and Pigmy's Straw doth pierce it. 

None does , none, 1 ſay none, I'll able em; 

Take that of me my Friend, who have the power 

To ſeal th' Accuſer's lips. Get thee Glaſs _— 

And like a ſcurvy Politician, ſeem 

To ſee the things thou do'ſt not. 

Now, now, now, now. Pull off my Beets: 1 5 
Edg. O matter and i mixt, 

Reaſon qr — W ei 

Tear. 1 t weep m Fortunes, my E 

1 know thee well enough, thy name i is Gloſter; £ * 

Thou muſt be patient; we came crying hither: 

Thau know ſt, the firſt time that we ſmell the Air 

We ware, and cry. I will preach to thee: Mark 
Glo. Alack, alack, the day. 
Lear. When we are bord, we cry that we are come 


To this great Stage of Foels. This a good m | 


It were a delicate Stratagem to ſhooe 
A Troop of Horſe with Felt; PII put't in proof, 
And when 1 have ſtol 'n upon theſe Son-in-Laws, + 
Then Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter 6 Gentleman, with Attendants, 

Gene. Oh here he is, lay hand upon him; Sir, 
Your moſt dear Daughter — _ 

Lear. No reſcue? What, a Priſoner? len even 
The natural Fool of Fortune, Uſe me well, 
You ſhall have ranſom. Ler me bave Surgoons, 
Lam cut to th' Brains. | 

Gent. You ſhall have any thin 

Lear. No Seconds? All my ſelf? 


* this would mae 2 Man, * Salt; 


To 


f 
a 


To 
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'To uſe his Eyes for Garden-water- 1 Iwill diebrayely, 


Like a ſmug Bridegroom. What? 
Come, come, I am a R 
Gent. You are a Ro 
Lear. Then there's life i 
You ſhall get it by running: [Exit. 
Gent. A ſight moſt piti ul in the meaneſt Wretch, 
Paſt ſpeaking of in a King. Thou baſt a 1 
Who redeems Nature from the general Curſe 
Which twain have brought her o. 
84. Hail, * | 
Wor eſt age . . « Bae 3 
you t. Sir, of a 1 ? 
Gone. Mott fare. andy * 
r __ that, whic can ings and 


your favour : 
313 
Gent. Near, and on foot: the | 
Stands on the hourly 4 * yy 
Edg. I thank yo. fir * all, | Fs 
Gent: Though that the een on ſpecial cavie is here, 


Wie Joni! 


Her Arm 'd ” ? 
Zig. 1 thank you * * 
2 gods, take my breath from me, 


Enn 


T def 
| Ss. We well; 4 proy 85 <= IG | 
Sir, what are you? 


Eds. 5 r Man, made tame to Fortune's Blows, 
=” by the 4 feeling — 01 
m pregnant to t e band, 
will Er to — — 2 un 
Glo. earty thanks; 
The bounty and the benizon of Heay'n 
. and boot. 

Enter Steward. 


—_— 3 im'd Prize; moſt ha 


The Hl Head of thine, was firſt — fleſh 

To raiſe my Fortunes, Thou old, unhappy Traitor 

-— wag y thy hy lf remember: the Swo rd is out 8 
That m deſtroy thee. D 2 Glo 


- 
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Glo. Now let th friendly a 
Put ſtrength enough to t. | a 
Stew. Wherefore, bold Peaſant, .. | ET 
Dar'ſt thou ſupport a publiſh'd Traitor? bence, $24 
Leſt that th infection of his Fortune take 
Like hold on thee, F. ö 
Eg. Chill not let go Zir, 5 
_ Without yurther caſion. 
Stew. Let go, Slave, or thou dy fl. "het 
Edg. Good Gentleman, go your gate, and let poor 
volk paſs: and chud ha been 20 *d out of my Lite, 


_ *twould not ha', been 20 long as tis, y 2 vortni ht. Nay, | 


come not near th' old Man: Keep out che vor ye, or ice 
try whether your Coſtard, or my Ballow be t ee 
| chill be plain with you. | 

Stew. Out DunghilN. 


E. Child pick your Teeth, Zir: come;no matter Acad 


| foyns. _ [Ed of 1 10 hi 
Stew. Slave thou haſt ſlain me Vi 47 be, 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my 5 * 
And give the Letters which thou find' ſt ou 11 55 

To Edmund Earl of Glaſter: ſeek him out got 

Upon the Engliſh Party. Oh untimely death, 1 
Egg. I know thee well, a ſerviceable Villain 3 y . | 

As dutecus to the Vices of . Miſtreſs, 

As badneſs wauld defire. 
Glo. What, is he dead? 
Egg. Sit you down, Father: reſt you. 

Let's ſee theſe Pockets; the Letters that he ſp: Ber 2 

May be my Friends: he's dead; I am only [na = 

He had no other Deathſman. Let us ſee 15 

By your leave, gentle wax and manners blame us not, 

To know our Enemies Minds, we rip their Den... 8 


Their * are more lawful... 


Reads e bi 3609 or 


E T our reci | al Vows be remembred. You "i542 many 
= Mater; (ot him off: if our Will want not, time 

and place will be fruitfully offer d. There is nothing done. If 
ſeremurn the e hen am I the e, and his Bed 


N | . 1 
10 1972 dib or 
* , 0 $6 IF 4 
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22 the loathed warmth whereof deliver me, and 
Labour. 
* 8 Oh Lk would ſor) affeflionate 


FF 


Oh indiftinguiſh' * Woman's will!” 
A plot upon her — Husband's Life, 
And the exchange my Brother: Here, in the Sands 
Thee I'll rake up, the Poſt unſanctiſied 
Of murtherous ers: and in the mature time, 
With this ungracious Paper ftrike the = h 
Of the death 'd Dake: for him 
That of thy death, and buſineſs, I can _— 

Glo. The King is mad; how tiff is my vile Senſe” 
That I ſtand up, and have i ingenious fceling 
Of. my huge Sorrows? Better I were . 


So ſhould my Thoughts be ſever d from 12 2 
Drum afar off, - 


And woes, by wrong imaginations, loſe 
The — of —— 

Edg. Give me your Hand: 
We methinks 1 tear che besten Drum; ' 8 
Come, Father, Ill beſtow you wiha Friend. [Extunt,” 


SCENE VI. A Chamber. 


| Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Gentleman; 
"Cor. O thou good Kent, how ſhall I live and work 
To match thy 9 My Life will be too ſhort, 


And ev he wn fail me. N 1 
Kent. To nowledg d, Madam, is . N 
All my Reports go with the modeſt Truth, 290 


Nor 8 nor c r but ſo. 


The LS — are memories of thoſe EPA hours: 
I prethee put them off. 

Kent. Pardon, dear Madam, 
vet to be known ſhortens my made Intent; NE 
My boon 1 make it, that you know 1 me not, e. 
"Tu rims and I think meet. | ok. 


D 3 Cor: 


\ Gy. Then ber ſo, m Lord; 
| 1 5 


cure this great breach in bis abuſed Nature, 
Tb untun d and jarring Senſes, O wind Or 
Of this Child-changed Father. | 
Gent. So pleaſe your Majeſty, r, 
That we may wake the King, he hath oh long? 
Cor. Be govern d by 1 and proceed 
Fth' ſway of your own Will: is he array'd? 
Enter Lear in # Chair, carried by Servants. 
5 Ay Madam; in the heavinels of fileep, 
We put freſty Garments on him, 
Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him, | bi, 


' Cor. O my dear Father, Reftauration hang 
Thy Medicine on my Lips, and let this Kiſs  . 
Repair thoſe violent harms, that my two. Siſters. 
Have in thy Reverence made. | [ 

Kent. Kind and dear Princeſs! . 
Cor. Had you not been their fas wht ike 
Did challenge Pity ef them. Was this Fe 
To be oppos d againſt the jarring Winds? 
Mine Enemies Dog, though be had bit wm. 
Should have ſtood that Night ag: againſt . Fire: 
And waſt thou fain; poor 
To hoyel thee with — and R flora, 
In ſhort and muſty Stray? alack, 
"Tis wonder that thy Life and Wits, at once, 
Had not paddy arr all. He wakes, 0 29 bim. 
Gent. Madam, do 83 fitteſd. n 
| Cor. How does my Royal Lord? . 
| How fares your Majeſty? ** 

Lear. Lou do me wrong to me out 0th" Grave 
That art a Soul in bliſs, but I am bound . 
Upon a wheel of Fire, that mine own Tears 
Do ſcald like molten Lead. | 

Cor. Sir, do you know me? 
- Tear, You are a — know, when 4 you die7 
cr. 


1 doubt not of his Temperance. 1 10 8 


8 i oy ff C2. 2 tos oo tot thn ns 


— — 


Cor. Still, till, far 8 
Gent. He's ſcarce awake, 
Let him alone a while. 
Lear. Where have I been? 
Where am I? fair day light? 
I am/mightily asd, ſhould even die with by 
To ſee another thus. I know not what to ſay; 
I will not ſwear thele are not my hands: let's ſee, 
I feel this Pin prick, would I were aſſur d oy 
Of my condition. | ; 

Cor. O look upon me, Sir, 
And hold'your hand is benediQtion oer me, | 
You muſt not kneel, | 

© Lear. Pray do not mock me; N 
I am a very foolifh fond old Man, \ 

Fourſcore and 

Not an hour more, nor leſs: and to deal plainly,. 

I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 

Methinks I — — and know this, Man, 

Yet I am doubtful: for I am —_ 
What place this is. and all the skill 1 have 
CES not theſe 1 nor 1 — not 
Where 1 did lodge left Night. not at me. 
For, as I am a Man, [thick this Lady 

To be my Child Cordelia. a 

Cor. And fo I am; Iam — 

Lear. Be your tears wet? Yes faith; I pray you woep not. 
If you have Poiſon for me, I will drink i it; 
I know you do not love me, for your Sifters 
Have, as I do remember, done me 
You have ſome cauſe, _ rer 

Cor. No cauſe, no cauſe. 

Lear. Am I in France? _ 

Kent. In your own Kingdom, Sir. 

Gent. comto great 
You ſee is kill d in wh good him to go in. . 
Trouble him no more till further ſettling. 

Cor, Will't pleaſe your Highneſs walk? 

Lear, You muſt bear with me; 


D 4 Pray 


0 King U 2 


Pray you n now forget, and forgive, 


Iam old and foolifh, 55 [Exegnt.. 


3 


1 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


8 CEN E A Camp. 
Enter Baſtard, Regan, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 


K the Duke if his laſt purpoſe hold, 
Oy whether fince he is advis'd by ought. 
To change the courſe; he's full of j aur ery 
And ſelf-reproving; bring his conſtant Pleaſure... . | 
Reg. Our Siſter's Man is certainly miſcarried. 
Baſt. *Tis to be doubted, Madam. | 
Reg. Now ſweet Lord, 
You know the Goodneſs I intend upon you: JOU 
Tell me but truly, but - the UNS po 
Do you not love my Siſter? 1 504 40 
Bat. In honour d Love. 
Reg. But have you neyer found my Brother's ways, 
To the fore- fanded place? _ 
Bat. No by mine Honour, Madam. 
Reg. 1 never ſhall endure her; dear my Lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 
Baſt. Fear not; ſhe and the Duke her Nabend 
Enter Albany, Gonerill, and Soldiers. | 
Alb. Our very loving Sifter,, well be met: 
Sir, this I heard, the King i is come to his Daughter, 
With others, whom the rigour of our * 1 
Forc d to cry out. | 
Reg. Why is this reaſon d? 
Gen. Combine together gainſt the Enemy: 
For theſe Domeſtick and particular Broils 
Are not the queſtion here. , 


Alb. Let's then determine with ch ancient of Tos. * 


On roceedi 
"ng Laer you gait us? 


\ Gon, 


(OOO cCNT FOOT with, roy red red os 


King L = 


Gon. No. | 

Reg. Tis moſt conyenient, pray 6 KVR 

Gon. Oh, ho, I know the Riddle, will go. [Exennt, 

11 Manet Albany. Enter Edgar 

Lage If cer your Grace had Speech with Man ſo poor, 
Hear me one word. 

Alb, I'll —— you, ſpeak. 

Edg. Before ht the Bartel, ope this Letter. 

If you have Vi 877 et the Trumpet ſound 

For him that brought it: wretched though l ſeem, 

I can produce a Champion, that will prove 

What is ayouched there. If you miſcarry, 

Your buſineſs of the World hath ſo an end. 
And machination ceaſes. Fortune loves you. 

Als. Stay till I have read the Letter. 

Edg. F was forbid it. | 
When time ſhall ſerve, let but the Herald cry, : 
And I'll appear again. - [Exit: | 

Ab. fa N well, well I will erlook thy Paper. a 

ar : * 
N draw up your Powers, 1 * 
W is — gueſs o hen tenzen god forces,” © 
By diligent 22 but your haſte 
Is now urg'd on you 

Alb. We will greet the time. [Exif, 
* To di —* Siſters * 1 n my ener 

ch jealous of t er. as the ſtung 
Are of the Adder. ich of them ſhall I take? 

Both? One? Or neither? Neither can be joy, 


If both remain alive: To take the Widow, W 4 


Exaſperates makes mad her Siſter Gonerill, 

And hardly ſhall 1 carry out my fide, 

Her Husband being alive. Now then, we'll uſe / 

His countenance for the Battel, which being done, 

Let her who would be rid of him, — 9467 201 

His your taking off. As for the mer ex 

— 3 to Lear, and to Cor . 1264.2 
Battel done, and t — — 

Shall never ſee his A for my ſtate, | 

. on me to deſend, not to debate. 


Ds SCENE. 
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SCENE U. 1 Bl 


4 Euter with Dram and Colours, Lew; 
Cordelia, and Soldiers, over the Stage, and Exenm, 


Enter Edgar and Gloſter. 


Edg. Here Father, take the ſhadow of this Tree 
For your good Hoſt; . 
If ever [retry eu again, 


e 

minen | [Exit 
2 — 

; Ed. Away old Man, give me thy hand, away 3 

King Lear hath loſt, be and his Da wg | 

Give me thy hand. Come on. | | 

= What, + bh may rote her. 

1 in gughts again? Men m ure 

Their hencs, even eg ker c 


Ri is all; come on. ba | 
Glo. And that's true too. [Exc 


a SCENE- III. A Cony. 
Enter Baſtard, [Lone an Card a irs u, 


Baſt. Some age take ther away; good Guards 
Until their greater Pleaſures firſt be known 
That are to cenſure them, 
Cor. We are not the firſt, 
Who with beſt have iacurr'd the worſt: 
For thee, reſled King, I am caſt down, , 
My ſelf could elſe out-frown falſe Fortune s Frown. 
Shall we not ſee theſe Daughters, and theſe Siſters?. | 
Lear. No, no, no, ee ee 
We two alone will ſing like Birds i th' 
When thou do'ſt as me Bleſſing, I Il ka «down. 


aun wn Rent within, 


Ge 0 


> > 


I. 1 
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rng orgiyenels : So we'll live, | 
4c ple and fing, 0] tolf old ag and nel 


e Butterflies: and hear 
f Court News, and week wd u with them too, 


Who loſes, and who wins; who's in, who's cut: 
And take upon's the myſtery of things, 


As if we were God's Spies. RE Gab ale. | 
In a wall'd Priſon. packs and ſets of Aol ones 
That ebb and flow by th' Moon. 452% 

Baſt. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon ſuch ſacrifices, my Cordelia, . 
The Gods theraſelves throw Incenſe. Have] caught ther 
He that parts us, ſhall bring a Brand from Heav'n, | 
And fire us hence, like Foxes; wipe thine Eye, 
The good Years ſhall deyour them, fleſh ad fell, 
Ere they ſhall make us w 
We'll lee ? em * firſt: - Come, 1 mY 

Come hit tain, hark. 

8 this Now, gs fl follow them to Priſon, 4 
One ſtep I have advanc d if thou doſt 
As this inſtructs thee, A doſt make thy way 
To noble Fortunes; know thou this, that Men 
Are as the time is; to be * minded 
Do's not become a ; great Impl ment 
Will not bear queſtion; * lay Shout tot, 
Or thrive by other means. 

Capr. 11 do't, my Lord. 

Baff. About it, and write happy, when thou'ſt done: 
Mark, I ſay, — inſtantly, and carry it ſo 
As I have fot it down. [ Exit Captain. 

Enter Albany, Gonerill, and Soldiers. 
A4. Sir, E. to 2 
And Fortune led you well: Tou have the 
Who were the Oppoſites of this Day's ſtrife: 
1009 quire then of you, ſo to uſe them, 
all find their Merits, and our Safety 

* equally determine. 

Baſt. Sir, I thought it fic, | 
To ſend the old and miſerable King to ſome retention 
— . whole Title more, : 


To 
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To pluck the common Boſom on bis ſide, 
And turn our impreſt Launces in our Eyes | 
Which do command them. With him I ſent the Quees; 
4 reaſon all the ſame, and they are ready _ 
orrow, or at further ſpace, t appear. 
| = you ſhall bold your Effion. Mu” 
Alb. Sir, by your Patience, 
I hold yon. but à Subject of this War, X 
Not as a Brother. | 
Reg. That's as we liſt to him. 
— png our Pleaſure might have been demanded; * 
you had ſpoke ſo far. He led our Powers, 
re the Commiſſion of my Place and. Perſon, 
which immediacy may well ſtand up, / 
And call it ſelf your Brother. _ 1 
Saen. Not ſo hot: 
his on Grace he doth exalt himſelf, - 
More thag in your Addition. 
Reg. In my Rights, | | 
By me inveſted, he compeers the beſt. 
Alb. That were the moſt, if he ſhould Husband vou. 
Jeſters do oft prove Prophets, 
Gen. Hella, holla, 
That Eye chat told you ſa, look'd but a- Cit... 
Reg... Lady I am not well, elſe 1 ſhoul . 
From a full flowing Stomach. General, 
Take thou my Soldiers, Priſoners, Patrimony, | 
(poſe of them, of me, the Walls are thine: 
itneſs the World, that I create thee here, 
My Lord, and Maſter. 
© Gon; Mean you to enjoy him? 
Alb,” The lett alone lyes not in your good Wil. 2 
' Baſt. Nor in thine, Lord., 
A5 Half. blooded Fellow, yes. | 
Reg Let the Drum ftrike, = oye my. Title thine. - 
Alb., Stay yetz hear Reaſon: proven I arreſt thee _ 
Tees , andin thy arreſt, 
gil Serpent: For your " Cl Siſter 
Bo it in the,intereft —.— Wie, A: Sites. | 
* — Juke is ſub contracted to this Lord? 


And 
CL —— Tx 
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And I ber Husband contradict your Banes.' . 
If; you will marry, _— 
My Lady is beſpoke. 
Gon. An Enterlude. 
Alb, Thou art armed, Gate, let the W | 
If:none appear to rout upon. thy Perſon, 
. Thy heinous, manifeft, and many Treaſons, 
There is my Pledge: I make it on thy Heart 
Ere. I taſte Bread, thou art in 3 * 
Than I have here. — thee. 
Reg. Sick, O fic 12 
Gon. If not, I'll ne er. truſt Nelles, Lin 
Baſt. There's ny Rxcoange, „What in the World he i is 
That names me Traitor, Villain- like he lies; 
Call by tbe Trumpet, he that dares approach; 
On him, on you, who not, I will maintain 
My Truth and Honour, firmly. | 
Enter 4. Herald. ene 
Alb. A Herald, ho. 
Truſt to thy Angle Virtues, for thy Soldiert, 
All levied in my Name, have in my Name 
Took their * — Sc. 
Reg. My Sic grows: u me. 5 
Alb. She i is not well, — *. mak Teat, [Exit Reg 
Come hither, Herald, let the IR ound, 


And read out this. T , furs, 
Herald reads. ; 


Joy in of quality or degree e the Lite of the 
Army, will maixtain upon Edmund . ſuppoſed Earl | 


Gloſter that he is a manifold Traitor, let him : 
2 A He is bold in bis de- 


2 — — | 


— 


4 
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Her. What are you? 7 l 
Your Name, your Quality, and why you anſwer ] 
This preſent Summons ? | 

ag. Know, my Name is loſt. | 
By Treafons Tooth: ee and Cater bit, 
5 8 
I come to 405 

Alb. Whic is chat Adverſ: 

Edg. What's he that b Zdmund Earl of cle: 
Baſt, Himſelf, what Cantata 

Edg. Draw thy Sword, 


- of ww, a 


My 2 — my —— r | T4 
th, and Eminence, 


Deſpight thy Vieor-Sword, and fire. new Fortune, - 
Thy Valour, and thy Heart, thou art a Tr: 
Falſe to thy Gods, thy Brother, and th m=—— 
Conſpirant 'gainſt this. high illuſtrious 

And from th extreameſt upward of thy "Head, 
o the deſcent and duſt below thy Foot, 
A molt Toad-ſpotted Traitor. Say thou no, 
This Sword, this Arm, and my beſt Spirits are 
To prove upon thy Heart, whereto I ſpeak, 
Thou lyeſt. 
Baſt. In Wiſdom 1 ſhould * thy Name, 
25 Out- _—_— — and — 
t thy Tongue ſome ſay of Breeding breaths, 
What fafe and nicely 1 might well delay, 
By rule of Knight-hood, 1 diſdain and ſpurn: 
Back do I toſs theſe Treaſons to thy Head, 
With the Hell-hated Lie o'erwhelm thy Heart, 
Which for they yet glance by, and ſcarcely bruiſe, 
This Sword of mine hall give them inſtant way, 
Where they ſhall reſt for ever. Trumpets ſpeak. 
Alb. Save him, fave him. [Alarwm. Fight. 
Gon. This is practice, Gloſter, 
9 0 thou vaſt not bound to anſwer 
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But cozen' d, 
Alb. Shut 


| | [Bit 
Alb. Moſt ! O, know'ſt thou this Paper? 
yon hy ends cs | 
Alb. Go after her, ſhe's te, govern her. | 
Baſt. What you have charg'd me with, that I have done, 
And more, much more; the time will bring it out. 
'Tis paſt, and ſo am I: But what art thou | 
That haft this Fortune on me? If thou'rt Noble, 
hr — Charity a 
. Let's exc ity: 
1950 leſs in n | 
If more, the more thou'ſt 'd me. 


-/ s Son. 


Edg. Worthy Prince, I know't. 
Alb. Where have you hid your ſelf? 
How have you known the Miſeries of your Father? 
Edg. By nurſing them, my Lord. Lift a brief Tale, 
And when tis told, O that my Heart would burſt. 
The bloody Proclamation to eſcape 
That follow'd me ſo near, (O our lives foreetneſs! 
e would hourly die, 
Rather than die at once,) taught me to ſhift 


Into a Mad-man's Rags, a ſemblance 


88: Kin R. 
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That very Dogs diſdain d: And in this Habit 

Met I my Father with his bleeding Rings, > | 
. Their precious Stones new loſt; became his 2 

To him, beg d for him, fav'd him from Deſpair * 

Never, (O fault) reveal'd my. {elf unto 1 *. VT LC 

Until ſome half hour patt, when I was arm'd, : 
Not ſure, t hoping : of this good Succeſſ, 
J-ask'd his Kleff ing, and from firſt to laſtt 
Told him our Pilgrimage. But bis flaw'd Heart,. 

Alack, too weak the conflict to K a 
*Twixt two extreamas of Paſſion, Joy and Grief, a 


- 
_—_ 


Burſt ſmilingly-» |. - | 
"Baſt. This of yours-harh: nou'd. me, | 
And ſhall per do — but ſpeak you on, | 


You look as you had ſomething, mere to ſay. - 70 
A. If there be more, more wotul, hold i ki, 


For I am almoſt * to diflalve, - nr 0 
Hearing of this. ui Val oh 1 8 
Be- a — m.507 er | 
Gent. Help, help ! O help! Den e ens 0 
7 What kind of help 3. o bo. Une Men Lei 
S peak Man. 1 1,7 2: 


Ede. What means this Bloody Kniſe? - 
| — 2 Tis hot, it ſmoaks, it came eren from ehen: 
Of —— © ſhe's dead. 

Alb. Who's dead? Speak Man. 
Sent. Your. Lady, Sir, your Ladys: — ber ltr 
By her is poiion'd;. ſhe conteſſes it. . 
Bat. I was contracted (ahem both,. al thies 
Now marry in an inſtant. | 14 
Edg. Here comes Kent. 27 
' Enter Kent. 
Alb». Produce. the Bodies, be they HR or ka: 
[Gonerill and Repan's Bodies e aui, 
This Judgment eite, Heav'ns, that makes us RR: 
Touches us not with pity, Ot is this ſne? 


The time will not allpiy r Vollei z 
Which very Mannes urge. 1 err ; 
Kent. I am come- E cl * 
er Kg ud Mater god Night. * 
Ts >. 


————— ———— 
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Is he not here? | | * 


Alb. Great thing of us forgot. 
Speak Edmund, where's the King? and where's Cdliat. 
Seeſt thou this Object, Ken? 
Kent. Alack, why thus? 08 3 
Baſt. Vet Eumumd was beloy d:. Hd ; 
The one the other poiſon d for my fake, | | 
And after, ſlew her ſelf, 
Alb. Eyen ſo; cover their Faces. 
Baſt. I pant for Life ; ſome good I mean to do 
Deſpight of mine own Nature. Quickly ſend, 
Be brief in it, to th' Caftle, for my Writ 
Is on the Life of Lear, and' Cor 5 
Nay, ſend in time. r | 
Alb. Run, run, O-rug— - 
Edg. To whom, my Lord? who has the Office? | | 
C; Send 1 — — Sec Reprieve. . 
. Bat. Well t t on, take m Sword, 
Give it the Captain 5 
Edg. Haſte for thy Life. 
— Ia He hath Commiſſion from thy Wife and wen, 
9 in the Priſon, ne 
To lay the blame her own. Deſpair, * 
That ſhe fore · did her ur dei. 7 | 
Alb, The Gods defend ber, bear him e Wee 
Enter Lear with Cordelia dead in his Arms. ' 
| Lear. Howl, bowl, howl O you are Men of Stones 
Had I your Tongues and Eyes, I'd uſe them fo, | 
That Heav'ns Vault ſhould crack; ſhe's gone for ever. 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives, — 
She's dead as Earth: Lend me a Looking-Glaſs, bo 
lf chat her Breath will miſt or u the Sten —— 
„ Why then the lives. | 1 
f Kent. Is this the promis d End? 
oy 5 Or image of that horror. 
Fall and ceaſe. 
Lear. This Feather flirs, ſhe lives; if it be (6; 
It is a Chance which do's'redeem all Sorrows 
That ever : ER 15 | 
Kent. Ob my r. | $44 bo 


TI 
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4 t g 
— noble Kent 
boy Murtherers, Traitors all, 

iet el v'd her, now ſhe's gone for ever: 
83 , Cordelia, ſtay a little. Ha! | 

What is't thou fay't? ber Voice was ever ſoſt, 

Gentle, and low, en excellent thing in Woman. 

I killd the Slave that was a hanging thee. 

Gent. Tis true, my Lerds, he did. 


Lear. Did-I not, Feller? 
biting Faulchion 


I 
I would have made him skip: 3 — 
And theſe ſame croſſes * me. Who are you? 
Mine Eyes are none o'th' beft, I' tell you ad fan, oy 
Cent. If Fortune brag of twe,-the lov d and 
One of them we behold: - 
Laar. This is a dull Sight, are you not lt 
Kent, The ſame; your Servant Kent; 
Where is your Servant Cains ? 
Tue. He's a good Fellow, I can tell you that, 
He'll &rike, and quickly too, he's dead — rotren... 
Kent. No, my geod Lord, 1 am the very Man. 


Lear. I'll ſee that firaight. 

Ke. The: from your firſt of difference and decay, 
Have follow'd your ſad Steps —— ¼ 

Lear. . 

-Kons. ores Mes ole; 


Yo 
Alb. 7 He ins nov e an ad ins | 
That we preſent us to him. 1 
Enter 4 Me 
ag. Very bootleſs. ur. 
24 Lord. 
That's but a Trifle 
You Lords and noble Friends know our intens, 
What eomfort to this great Decay come, 
Shall be apply'd. 1 
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To him our abſolute Power; you to your Rights, [To 
With boot; and ſuch addition as your Honours OS 


Have more than merited. All Friends ſkall taſte 
The Wages of their Virtue, and all Foes - 
The Cup of their —_ O ſee, fee—— 


2 And my poor Foo bang d: No, no, no Life? 
mould a Dog, a ary a Rat have Life, 
107 thou no Breath at all? Thou'lt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never. 
= you undo this Button. Thank you, Sir, 
ou ſee this? look on her, look on her Lips, 
105 there, look there. [He Dies. 
Edg. He faints, my Lord. 
Kent. Break Heart, 1 prithee break. 
Edg. Look to my Lord. 
Kent. Vex not his Ghoſt, O let him paſs; he hates li. 
That would upon the rack of this tough World 
Stretch him out lon 
Egg. He is gone indeed. . 
Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur d fo long, 
He but uſurpt his Life. 
Alb. Bear them from hence, our t Buſineſs 
ls general woe: Friends of my Soul, you twain, 
e in this Realm, and the gor d State ſuſtain, 
Kent. I have a Journey, Sir, ſhortly to go, 
My Maſter calls me, I muſt not ſay no. Dies 
Edg. The ht of this fad time we mult obey, 
Pea whe we feel, not what we ought to ſay; 
155 eldeſt bath born moſt, we that are young 
Shall never ſee ſo much, nor live ſo long. 
[Exexnt with 4 dead _—_— 
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"Dramatis Peaſe one. 


UKE of Venice. 1 . 
Brabantio, 4 noble Venetian, 

3 Brother to Brabantio. 
Lodovico, Kinſman: Brabantio and Gtatiano 
Othello, the Moor, General for the Venetian 
in Cyprus. 

Caſſio, his Lieutenant - General. 
Jago, Standard- bearor to Othello. 
Rodorigo, 4 Fooliſh Genileman, in Love with 
Deſdemona. 

Montano, the Moor 0 N in the Govern: 
ment of Cyprus. 
Clown, Servant to the Moor.” 

Herald. 


Deſdemona, Daagbrer to Brabantio, and Wife 
to Othello. | 

_ 
Bianca, 4 


to Ja by 
- fees to Caſio. 


_ Officers, — Meſſengers, Anja, and 
% | Attendants. 


'SC ENE 2 the El Ae in Venice: 


; e 9 be Play in n 


S 


SA 


O THE L L o, 
* 


Moor of VENICE. 


* 


ACTI SCENE l. 
SCENE Nice. 
RODORIGO.. 0 
LVER tell me, I take it very unkindly, 
That thou, Zage,vrho haſt hat my Parks 
4s if the Strings were thine, 
$M), WEI Shouldft know of this. ; 
e. Bur you'll not hear me. 
r ever 1 did dream of ſuch a Matter, 


—_ abhor me. 
| Rod, Thou told'ft me, thou didſt hold him in thy hate. 
age. Defpiſe me | 


7 | 
If I do not. Three great ones of the City, 
In perſonal uit to make me his Lieutenant, 
Ofe' Cap'c 20 him; And by the Faith of Man) 


ag 
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4 6 Or ELLO, the - 
know my Price, I am worth no worſe a Place, 
t he, 'as loving his own Pride and Purpoſes, 
Evades them, with a bumbaſt Circumſtance, 
Horribly tuft with Epithets of War; 5 
Non - ſuits my Mediators; for certes, ſays he. 
have already choſe my Officer. And what was he? 
; Forſooth, a great Arithmetician, _ Sa = 5444 
One Michael Caſſo, a Florentine, 
Aﬀellew: almoſt damn'd in-a fair Wife, 
That never ſet a Squadron in the Field, 
Nor the Diviſion of a Battel knows - + As 
More than a Spinſter, unleſs the Bookiſh Theorick, 
Wherein the Tongued Conſuls can propoſe 
As maſterly as he; meer prattle, without practice, 
Is all his Soldierſhip. But he, Sir, had th' Election; 
And I, of whom his Eyes had ſeen the-proof 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other Grounds — . 
Chriftian and Heathen, muſt be be-lee'd, and calm'd 
By Debitor, and Creditor. - This Counter-caſter, - 
He, in good time, muſt his Lieutenant be, 
And. Sir, bleſs the: mark., is Moor-ſhip's Ancient. 
Rod. By Heay'n, I rather would have been his Hangman, 
Fago. Why there's no remedy, tis the curſe of Service; 
Preferment goes by Letter, and ion, 
And not by old Gradation, where each ſecond 
Stood Heir to th' firſt. Novy, Sir, be Judge your ſelf, 
Whether I in any juſt term am Afﬀin'd a 
To love the Moor | 
ad I would not follow him then, — 
Je ©, Sir, content ou; 8 
I follow him te ſerve my turn upon him. 
We cannot all be Maſters, nor all Maſters 
Cannot be truly follow'd.. ou fhall mark 
Many a duteous and knee: crooking Knave, 
That, doting on his on oblequious Bondage, 
Wears out bis time, much like his Maſter's Aſs, 
For nought but Provender, and when he's old, Caſheer dz 
Whip me ſuch honeſt Knaves. Others there are 
Who trimm'd in Forms and Viſages of Duty, 
Keep yet their Hearts attending on themſelyes; 
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And throwing but ſhows of Service on their Lords, 1 


Do well thriye by them; and when they have lin d their 
Coats, 


Do themſelves Homage. Theſe Fellows have ſome Soul, 


And ſuch a one do I profeſs my ſelf. For, Sir, 
It is as ſure as you are Rodorigo | 
Were I the Moor, I would net be Jago: | 
In following him, I follow but my {lf 
Heay'n is my Judge, not I, for Love and Duty, 
But ſeeming {o, fer my peculiar end: _ 
For when my outward Action doth demonſtrate 
The native Act and Figure of my Heart 
In Compliment extern, 'tis not long after - 
But I will wear my Heart upon my Sleeve, | 
For Daws to peck at; I am not what l am. 
Rod. What a full Fortune does the thick-lips owe 
If he can carry't thus? - : 
Jago. Call up her Father, | | 
Rouſe him, make after him, poiſon his Delight. 
Proclaim him in the Streets, incenſe her Kinſmen. 
And tho” he in a fertile Climate dwell, 
Plague him with Flies: Tho? that his Joy be Joy; 
Yet throw ſuch Chances of Vexation ont, 
As it may loſe ſome Colour. 8 
Rod. Here is her Father's Houſe, III call alauec. 
Fago. Do, with like timorous Accent, and dire yell, 
As hen, by Night and Negligence, the Fire | 
Is ſpied in Populous Cities. EA N 
Rod. What ho! Brabantio! Signior Brabantio! hol! 


Fago. Awake! what ho! Brabantio! Thieves, Thieves! 


Look to your Houſe, your Daughter, and your Bags: 
Thieves! Thieves! | f T 
Enter Brabantio above. 


Bra. What is the reaſon of this terrible Summons? - 


What is the Matter there? Lbs 
Rods Signior, is all your Family within ? 
; Fago. Are your Doors lock'd? 
| ” Why? N ask you this? | 
_ . Fago Sir; you're robb'd; for ſhame put on Gown, 
| Your Heart is bor, you haye loſt 2 Shal; | 
d you VL E FI 
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Even now, very now, an old black Ram _ 
Is Tupping your white Ewe. Ariſe, ariſe, 
Awake the ſnorting Citizens with the Bell, | 
Or elſe. the Devil will make a Grandſire of you. 
Ariſe I ſay. PII 
-Bra. What, have you loſt your Wits? 
Rod. Moſt Reverend Sigmor, do you know my Voice? 
Bra. Not I; what are you? 
Rod. My Name is Rodorigo. 
Bra. The worſer welcome; 
I have charg d thee not to haunt about my Doors: 
In honeſt plainneſs thou haſt heard me ſay, | 
My Daughter is not for thee. And now in Madneſs, 
Being full of Supper, and diſtempering draughts, 
"Upon malicious Knavery, doſt thou come 
"To ſtart my quiet. | 
Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir 
Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure, 
My Spirits and my place have in their Power 
"To make this bitter.to thee, 
Rod. Patience, good Sir. 
Bra. What tell ſt thou me of Robbing? This is Venice: 
My Houſe is not a Grange. | 
Rod. Moſt brave Brabantio, 
In ſimple and pure Soul, I come te yon. 
ago. Sir, you are one of thoſe that will not ſerve God, 
if the Devil bid you Becauſe we come to do you Service, 
and you think we are Ruffians, you'll have your Daugh- 
ter cover'd with a Barbary Horſe, you'll haye your Ne- 
. 
nets for Germans. 
Bra. What prophane Wretch art thou? 
Jago. I am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your Daugh- 
_ *er and the Moor are making the Beaſt with two Backs. 
Bra. Thou art a Villain. | a 
Fago. You are a Senator. | 
Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer. I know thee, Rodorigo. 
Rod. Sir, I will anſwer any thing. But I beſeech you, 
Tt be your Pleaſure, and moſt wile Conſent, ; 
As partly I find it is, that your fair Daughter, 
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At this odd Even and dull Watch o'th Night, 


Tranſported with no worſe or better guard, 
But with a Knave of common hire, a Gundalier, 
To the groſs claſps of a laſcivious Moor: 
If this be known to you, and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and ſawcy Wrong? 
But if you know not this, my Manners tell me, 
We haye your wrong Rebuke. Do not believe 
That from the Senſe of all Civility, 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your Daughter, if you have not given her leave, 
I ſay again, hath made a groſs Revolt, 
Tying ber Duty Beauty, Wit and Fortunes 
In an extravagant, and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here and every where; ſtraight ſatisſie your (elf, 
If ſhe be in your Chamber, or your Houſe, 
Let looſe on me the Juſtice of the State 
For thus deluding you. | 

Bra. Strike on the Tinder, ho! _ 
Give me a Taper----call up all my People, | 
This Accident is not unlike my Dream, 
Belief of it oppreſſes me already. 
Light, I ſay, light! 6 . 

Fago. Farewell; for I muſt leave you. 
It ſeems not meet, nor wholſome to my Place, 
To be produc'd, as if I ſtay, I fhall, 
Againſt the Moor. For I do know the State, 
However this may gall him with ſome check, 
Cannot with Safety caſt him. For he's embark'd 
With ſuch loud Reaſon to the Cyprus Wars, 
Which even now ſtands in Act, that for their Soul 
Another of his fadom, they have none, 
To lead their Buſineſs, In which regard, 
Tho' I do hate him as 1 do Hell's Pains, 
Yet, for neceſſity of preſent Life, 
1 muſt ſhew out a Flag, and ſign of Love, 
(Which is indeed but ſign.) That you ſhall ſurely find him, 
Lead to the Sagittary the raiſed Search; 
And there will I be with him. So farewel, Exit. 
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Enter Brabantio i in his Night-gown, with Servants and Torches, 
Bra. It is too true an Evil. Gone ſhe is, 
And what's to come of my deſpiſed Time, 
Is nought but bitterneſs. -, Now, Rodorigo, 
Where did'ſt thou ſee her? Oh unhappy 23 
With the Moor, ſaiſt thou! Who would be a Father? 
How did'ſ thou know 'twas ſhe? Oh ſhe deceives me 
Paſt thought —— What {aid ſhe to you? Get more Tapers--- 
Raiſe all my Kindred---are they Married, think you? 
Rod. Truly I think-they are. | 
Bra. Oh Heav'n! how Hou BY ſhe gut? 
Oh Treaſon of my Blood 
Fathers, from hence truſt not your Daughters Minds 
„By what you ſee them act. Are there not Charms, 
By which the property of Youth, and Maidhood 
May be abus'd? Have you nat read, Rodrigo, 
Of ſome ſuch thing? | 
Rod. Yes, Sir, I have indeed. 


Bra. Call up my Brothers; oh would you 1 


Some one way, ſome another Do you know - 

Where we may apprehend her, and the Moor? 
Rod. I think I can diſcover him, if you pleaſe 

| To get good Guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray you lead on. At. every Houſe I'll call, 

I may command at moſt ; get Weapons, hoa ! 

And raiſe ſome ſpecial Officers of might: 


On, good Rodorigo, I will deſerve your Pains. | [ Exennt, 


8E N E II. The Street. 


Enter Othello, 4 3go, and Attendants, with Torches, 


Jago. Tho? in the Trade of War I have fla n Men, 
Let do I hold it very. ſtuff o'th* Conſcience - 
To do no contriv'd Murder: I take Iniquity 
Sometime to do me Service. Nine or ten 1imes 
I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the Rib. 

Oth, Tis better. as it is. 

Jago. Nay, but he prated, 

And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy ard provoking Terms 


2 18 Honour that wich ike little * 1 hive 


hald fort ear hin. But I pray you, Sir 


Are 


You were beſt go in. 


Even on the Inſtant. 
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Are you ft Married? Be aſſur d of this, 

That the Magnifico is much belov d, 

And hath in his effect a Voice potential 

As double as the Duke's: He will divorce you, 

Or put upon you, what Reſtraint or Grievance, ; 


The Law, with all his might to enforce it on, 7 


Will give him Cable. Nen 
Oth. Let him do his ſpight: 
My Services, which I have done the Signory, 
Shall out-tongue his Complaints. Tis yet to know, 
Which, when I know that boaſting is an Honour, 
I ſhall promulgate. I fetch my Dife and Being 


From Men of Royal Siege; and my Demerits 


May ſpeak, unbonneted, to as proud a Fortune 

As this that I have reach d. For know, Tage, 

But that love the gentle Deſdemona, - 

I would not my unhouſed free Condition 

Put into Circumſcription and Confine, 

For the Seas worth. But look! what Lights come yond- 

Enter Caſſio with ' Torches. ; 

Jago. Thoſe are the raiſed Father, and his Friends: 
Oth, Not I: I muſt be found, Y 

My Parts, my Title, and my perfect Soul 

Shall manifeſt me rightly. is it they? 

| Jags: By Janus, I think no. | 
0th. The Servants of the Duke, and my Lienitenare 

The Goodneſs of the Night upon you, Friends, 

What is the News? | Mp 
Caſ. The Duke does you,” General, 

And he requires your , Poſt-haſte appearance, 


Oth, What is the matter, think you? 
Caſ. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine: 
=Y —ů— of ſome heat. The Gallies 
| ent a dozen ſequent Meſſengers 
This very Night, — anothers Heels z 
And many of the Conſuls, rais'd and met, DN 
Are at the Duke's already. You have been hotly calt'd for, 


When being noe at your Lodging to be found, 
| 3 
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The Senate bath ſent about three ſeveral Queſts, 


Oth. Tis well I am found by you: 
I will but ſpend a Word here in the Houſe, 


And go with you. Exit Ochells. 


Caf. Ancient, what makes he here? 

Fago. Faith, he to Night hath boarded a Land Carrac, 
11 it prove lawful Prize, he's made for ever. 

Caſ. — uacerfnnd. 

Jago. He's married. 

Caſ. To whom ? 


Fago. eee Captain, N 


Oth, 1 | 

Caſ. Here cones ancther Troop es back for you. 
Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, withQOfficers and Torehes, 

Jago. It is Brabantio; General be advis'd, ; 


| Ne comes to bad Intent. 


Oh, Holla! ſtand there. 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, Thief. [They Draw on both ſides, 

Fago. You Rodorigo! Come, Sir, I am for Jon - 

Orth. Keep up your bright Swords, for the Dew will 
ruſt em. Good — you ſhall more command with 
Years, than with 


our 
 ÞBra. Oh thou foul Thief] Where uf thou Row'd an 
ET dh and | 


For I'll refer me to all things of Senſe, 


If ſhe in Chains of Magick were not bound, 


— 


The wealthy curled Datlings of our Nation, 


Whether a Maid, ſo tender, fair, and 
So oppoſite to Marriage, that ſhe ſhunnid 


Would ever have, tincur a Mock, 
Run from her Guardage to the ſooty Boſom 
Of ſuch a thing as thou, to fear, not "to delight? 
Judge me the World, if tis not grols in Senſe, - 
hat thou haſt practis d on her with foul Charms, 
'd her delicate Youth, with or Minerals, 
That weaken Motion: I'll have't diſputed on, * 
| FLA” "Tis 


Moor of V rex. 3 


Tis probable, and to ach the, | 

I 4·⁊ 2ͤ * fn attach 

For an Abuſer of the World, a Practirer 

Of Arts inhibited; nad ont of Warrant; 

Lay hold upon him, if be do reſiſt 

Subdue him at his peril. * . 

Oth. Hold your Hands. 1 
Both you of my inclining, and the 9 * 
Were it my Cae to fight, 1 ſhould have knownir 

Without a Prompter. Whither will you that 1 g 
To anſwer this your Charge? 

Bra. To Priſon; till fit time 

Of Law, and Courſe of direct Seffion - 
Call thee to anſwer, 

Oth. What if I do obey? 

How may the be therewith fiieie, . 
Whoſe Meſſengers are here about my fide, 
Upon ſome preſent Bufineſs of the State, 

To bring me te him; 

Off. Tis true, moſt worthy Signior 
The Duke's in Council, and your noble elf © 
I am ſure is ſent for. | 9 

Bra. How! the Duke in conncil? 4 
In this time of we a pt him awiy; . 
Mine's not an idle Cauſe. e himſelf, 

Or any of my Brothers of the Srate, 

Cannot but feel this wrong, as *twere their own ; 

For if ſuch Actions may have Paffage free, 

Bond-ſlayes and Pagans ſhall our Stateſmen be. run, 


SCENE in. The Senate Houſe, | 
Enter Due, Senators, and Officers. 
jp po ee, etc; Yr aa hee if 
hoy — diſpropertioned; 
1 Sen. are diſproportioned ; 
My Letters ſay, '« hundred and ſeven Gallits, 
Due. And mine a hundred and forty, 


2 Sen. And mine two hundred; 13 4.88 
4 E 4 * | But 
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* y jump not on a juſt ann 
Caſes * the Aim reports, 


* 1 75 difference, yet do they all confirm... 
Turkiſh Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke, Nay, it 3 paßte enough to Judgnieats,.. 
I do not fo ſe ecure me in the Bs. 


But the main Article I do 2 ve, 
In fearful Senſe. - N 


Soplor,ithin.] What hoa! What hoa! What bos!“ 


Enter Saylor. 


Offi. K Meſſenger from the Gallies. 
Duke. Now !—— What's the Buſineſs? 


Sail. The Turkiſh Preparation makes for Rhodes, 

So was I bid report here to the State, | 
By Signior Angelo. 

Duale. How ſay you 1 "Uh 


1 Sen. This 
By no aſſay of 0 "Tis a 


Pageant 


To keep us in falſe Gaze; when we conſider, 


Th importancy of.Cyprus to the Turk, 


And let our ſcives again but underftand, 


That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, he | 


So may he with more facile Queſtion bear it. 
For that it lands not in ſuch ,warlike Brace, 


But altogether lacks th' Abilities 


That Rhodes is dreſs'd'in. If we make thought of (his, 


We muſt not think the Tur“ is ſo uns kilful, 


To leave that lateſt, which concerns him firſt, 

Neglecting an Attempt of Eaſe and Gain. 

To wake and wage a Danger profitleſs, - 
Duke. . Nay, in Confidence he's not for Rhodes, © 


Offi Here is more News. 


.. _ Enter a Meſſenger. | 
Mef. The Ottomires, reverend and gracious, 


Steering with due Courſe toward the Iſle of Rhodes, 


Have there injoin'd then: with an after Fleet | 
1 Sen. Ay, w I thought; how many, as you gueſs? 


Meſ. of thirty Sail. and now. the 
This backward Courle, bearing wit 


Their Purpoſes toward Cypriss. — Montan, 


th 
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Your truſty and moſt valiant Servitor, 
With his free Duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe | | 
Duke. *Tis certain then for or Cyprus: : 
Marcus Luccicos, is he not in Town? | | | 
Sen. He's now in Florence. | 
Duke. Write from us, 
To him, Poſt, Poſt-haſte, diſpatch. 
1 Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the Moor. = 
Enter Brabantio, Othello, Caſſio, Jago, Rodorigo, 
and Officers, 
Duke. Valiant Othello, we muſt ſtraight rr you, 
inſt the general Enemy Ottoman. 4, 
I did not ſee you; welcome, gentle Signior, 
We lackt your Counſel, and your help to Night. 
Bra. So did I yours; Good your Grace pardon me, 
Neither my Place, nor ought | heard of Buſineſs, 
Hath rais'd me from my Bed; nor doth the ts Care | 
Take hold on me. For my icular Grief _ =_— 
Is of ſo Flood-gate, and o'er-bearing Nature, 
That it ingluts, and ſwallows other Sorrows, 
And yet is ſtill it (elf. - 5 
Duke; Why? what's the matter? 
Bra. My Daughter! oh my Daughter!—— \ 
Sen. Dead! | 
Bra. Ay, to me. 
＋ is abus d, ſtollen from me, and corrupted 
Ay and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks; 
2 ature ſo prepoſterouſly to err, 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of Senſe, 
Sans Witchcraft could not 
Duke Who &er he be, that in this. ſoul P 
Hath thus 2 your Daughter of her ſelf, 
And you of the bloody Book of Law, - 
2 fhall your ſelf _— in 1 Letter, 
After your own Senſe; yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your Action. =P 
Bra. Humbly 1 thank your Grace: TE; & 
Here is the Man; this Moor, whom now it ſeems 
Your ſpecial Mandate, for the State Affairs, 
E77 Hath 
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Fath hither brought. Ty 
All. We are very ſorry fort. * 
Duke. What in your own * can you 6 to 575 | 
Bra. Nothing, but this is 
Oth, Moſt potent, grave and 1. 
My very noble, and approy* 
That I have ta en away this 1 Man's — 
It is moſt true, true I have married her; 
The very Head, and Front of my offending, 3 
Hath this Extent; no more. Rude am I in my Speech, 
— And little bleſs'd with the ſoft Phraſe of Peace; 
For fince theſe Arms of mine had feyen Years Pith, 
'Till now, ſome nine Moons waſted, they have us'd 
Their deareſt Action, in the tented Field; x 
And little of this great World can I ſpeak, 
More than pertains to Feats of Broils and Battel; 
And therefore little ſhall J grace my Cauſe, | 
In ſpeaking fer my ſelf. Yer, by your gracious Patience, 
I will-a round unvarniſh's Tale deliver, 
Of my whole courſe of Love. What 1 : 
What Conjuration, and what n ick, 
(For ſuch Proceeding I am charge d * 
1 won his Daughter with. 
Bra. A Maiden, never bold; 
Of Spirit ſo fill and quiet, that her Motion 
Bluſh'd at ber ſelf; and ſhe, in ſpight of Nature, 
Of Years, of Country, Cyedit, every thi 
To fall in Love with what ſhe fear d to look on 
It is a Judgment maim'd, and moſt imperfe, 
That will confeſs perfection fo could err, 
Againſt all Rules of Nature, and muſt be driven 
To find out Practices of cunning Hell, 
Why this ſhould be. I therefore vouch 
That with ſome Mixtures powerful o'er the Blood, 
Or with ſome Dram, conjur'd to this Effect, 
He w ht u her. = 
Dake. To 8 this, is no Proof, 
Without more wider, and more over Teſt 
Than theſe thin Habits, and 3 Likelyhoods | 
Of modern ſeeming, do prefer againſt him. 2” | 
| | 1 Sen. | 
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1 Sen, But, Othello, ſpeak, ne 
Did 4 you. by hend ant dert ese, f 
Subdue and _ this n Maid's Affestienss? 
Or came it fair * 
As Soul to tp —— 
Oth. I do beſtech you, 
Send for the Lady to the { | 
And let her ſpeak of me bessee 52, Pather; | 
If you do find me foul in her Report, 
The er N of you, 
ot only ta 4 Li. Sentence 
Even fall open | * 
Duke. Fateh — hither. | 
Orh. Ancient, conduct them, you beft know the Place. 


[Exit Jago. — 
And till ſhe come, as troy us te Hevn | 
I to conf the ee of my Bd, Loy is 
So juſtly to your grave Ears, 1 ral wy 
How. 1 did thrive in his fair Lady's Love, e 3 
And ſhe in mine.” 


Duke. Say it, Othello. | 
Oth. Her Father toy'd me, oft invited ne; 
Still queſtion d me. the whe B of my Life, 
From Year to Year; Battels, Sieges, Fortunes, 
| The I have N 5 BY = 
ran it t m m 5 
JD wige d he in Was - a to 
poke of moſt difaftrons Chances, 
Of moving — by Flood and Field; 4. . 
Of hair-breadth Scapes i th imminent deadly We, 
Of being taken by the inſolent Foe 
And ſold to Slavery ; of my Redemption thence, 
And Portance in my Travels Hiſtory ; 
Wherein of Antars vaſt, and Deſarts ile, 
Rough Quarries, Rocks and Hills, hefe Head touch Heayen, 
It was my Hint to ſpeak, ſuch was myProceks; 
And of the Canibals that each other eat 
= Anthropophagi ; and Men whofe Heads 
_ ow beneath their Shoul ers. , 
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But ſtill the Houſe Affairs would draw her dee, 

Which eyer as ſhe could with haſte dif 4 164g 

She'd come again, and with a greed 
Deyour ug my Diſcourſe: ploy 1 che, 
Took once a pliant Hour, and found Far 
To draw. from her a Prayer of carne 

That I would all my ange dilate, 
 Whereof by Parcels ſhe had ſomething Wer 

But not diſtinctively: I did conſent,.. . .- 

And often did ile her of her Tears, 

When I did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſs ful Stroke, 

That my Youth ſuffer d. My Story being . 

She gave me for my Pains a wor of Kiſſes; 

She {wore in faith, twas Rrange, twas paſling ſtrange, . 
*Dway pitiful, twas wondrous pitiful — 

She wiſhy'd ſhe had not heard it, — yet ſhe' wiſh'd 
That Heay'n had made her ſuch a Man ſhe thank d me, 
And bad me, if I had a Friend that low d her, 
1 ſhould but teach bim how to tell my Story, 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint! * 

She lov'd me for the Dangers I have pak, -. | 

And I loy'd her, that ſhe did. pity them. 

This only is the witchcraft I have us d. 

Here comes the Lady, let her witneſs it. | 

Enter Deſdemona, Jago, and Attendants. - 
Due. I chink this. Tale would wia my — BH too? 

Good Brabantia, take up this mangled matter at the beſt. 
Nen do their broken Weapons * * pit N 
Than their bare Hands. * 


* wo kg 
| If ſhe ae T7 2 cher e Wooer,... 


DeftruQtiqg. an my Head, if my bad blame 
Light on the Man. Come hither; gentle Miſtreſs, 
Do you perceive.in all this noble Company. | 
| Where,malt. yo u owe Obedience? 
' Deſ. My dle Father, 1 
I'do 0 here a divided N JN 
To you I am bound for Life, and . een 
My Life and Education both do learn me, 


e e Lord of Duys 


Moor f Venice. 10g: 
I am hitherto your Daughter, But here's ny Huchand, ö 


And ſo much Duty as . 
To preferring you before Father ;-. 
So — I challenge, a 1 10 profeſs 


Due to the Moor, my 

Bra. God be with yau: 1 have done, 
Pleaſe it your Grace, an to the State Affairs; 
Lhad rathe er to adopt a Child than get it. 

Come hither, Moor. 

I here do give thee-that with all my Heart, 
Which, but thou haſt already, with all my Heart 
I would keep from thee, or your lake, — 
I am glad at Soul, I have — Child, 

For thy eſcape would teach me Tyranny 

To hang Clogs k 1 * —— my Lord. 

Duke. Let me ike your ſelf; and lay a Sentence, 
Which, like a griſe, or ſtep, may help theſe — 
age 8 — ar = Griefs are enden 

the worſt, w te on hopes depended. 
N Miſchief that is paſt and gene, 
Is the next way to draw new Miſchief on- 
What cannot be preſery d when Fortunes takes, * 
Patience her Iqur 25 a, mockery makes. 
The robb'd that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the Thief; | / 
He robs himſelf, that ſpends a bootleſs rief. 
Bs. 80 let the Tur of Cyprus us beguile, 
We n | 
He bears the Sentence well, that nothing bears, 
But the free Comfort which from thence. he hears, - 
But he hears both the Sentence, and the Sorrow, 
That to pay. Grięi, muſt of poor Patience borrow, 
Theſe 22 to Sugar, or to Gall, 
ſtrong on both Sides, are are equivocal. 
But Words are Words; I never yet did hear, 
That the bruiz d Heart was pierced through the Ear! 
I humbly beſeech you proceed to th N of State. 

Duke. The Turk, wich a moſt mighty Preparation, makes 
for Cyprus; Othelb, the Fortitude o the Place is beſt known 
to you, And though we have there a Subſtitute of moſt 


allowed ſufficiency ; * — "* | 
=_ — I 


\ 
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fireſs of Effects, throws a more Lafe Voice on en 
muſt therefore be content to ſlabber the 5 

new Fortunes, with this moſt Rubbora and borterow 

7 ition. * 

Orth. The Tyrant Cuſtom; moſt grave . 
Hath made the flinty and feel Coach of War 
My chrice-· driven Bed of Down. 1 W 
A natural and Alaerity, 
I find in hardneſs; and do undertake 
This preſent — againſt the Gr:omites. Ls 
Moſt bending to your Seats, 
| rave GW ed for ay Wife, 
Due Reverence of Place and Exhibitienn, 
With ſuch accommodation and beſort, | 
As levels with her breeding. 
© Dake, Why, at her Father's. 

Bra. 1 will not bave it \ ou 

— 1 iris 

my Father in pati f "$230 © 

Top m in his Eye. Moſt = e gc 
1˙ my unfolding lend your proſperous Far, 
And let me find a Character i in your vous 
Faſſiſt my Simpleneſs. 
Duke. What would you, — 7 | 

Deſ. That I did love the Moor to live with lies; - 
My down-right Violence, and Storm of Fortunes, 
May trumpet to the World. My Heart's abend 
_— Lord; 5 | | 
I ſaw Ochellos Viſage in his Mind, = Ge 


IFD 


And to his Honours and his valiant Parts | If 
Did I my Soul and Fortunes conſeerate, | - Yo 
So that, dear Lords, if I be left behind "by 


A Moth of Peace, and he go to the War, © 
The Rites for why | love im are berefe me: 

And 1 a heavy interim ſhall ſupport | 

By his dear Abſence. — with him. 4 
th, Your Voices Lords, beloech you, jet ber Will 

Have a free way: - 

Vouch with me Ira, I therefore dey it not 


\ 
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To pleaſe the Palate of my Appetite; 
Nor to co with Heat the young affects 
In my defunct, and proper Satisfaction; 
But to be free, and bounteous ta her Mind. 
And Heav'n defend your good Souls, that you think 
I will your ſerious and great Bufineſs ſcant 1 
When ſhe is with me—— No, when lg ht-wing'd Toys 
Of Feather'd Cupid, feel with wanton 
My ſpeculative and offic'd Inſtrument, ' —_ 
That my Diſports corrupt and taint my Bulineſs; 


4 
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Let Houſewives make a Skillet of my Helm, 
And all indign and baſe Adverſities, e 
Make head againſt my Eſti mation. 

Duke. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, >} 
Either for her ftay or going; ti Affair cries haſte; 
And ſpeed muſt anſwer it. | 

Sen. You muſt away to Night. 

Oth. With all my Heart. X 

Duke. At nine ith 2 here we'll meet again. 
Othello, leave fome Officer behind, how? if 
And he ſhall our Commiſſion bring to you; ; 
And fach things elle of Quality and Res R 
As doth import to you. 

01 So pleaſe your Grace, my Ancient; 

A Man he is of Honeſty and Truſt, 
To his Conveyance I a my Wife, 
With what ele needful your good Grace ſhall think 
To be ſent after me. | | 
Due. Let it be ſo; 
Good Night to every one. And Noble Signior. 
If Virtue no delighted Beauty lack, 
Your Son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

Sen. Adieu, brave Moor, uſe Deſdemona well. 

Bra. Look to her, Moor, if thou haſt Eyes to ſee; 
She has deceiv'd her Father, and may the. [xi 

Oth. My Life upon her Faith. Honeſt Jago, 

My Deſdemons muſt I leave to thee; 

I = hy nu — l= 

And bring them after in their Advantage. 
Come, Peſdemons, 1 have but an Hour 


x: '_ OruzLLo,-t&e 
Of Love, of worldly Matter, and Direction 
To ſpeak with thee. We muſt obey the time. [Ex 


Rod. Fago. and ed 
Jago. What _ thou, noble Heart? 
Rod. What will I do, thinkeſt thou? 


Fago. Why, go to Bed and ſleep. 

Rod. I will incontinently drown my ſelf. 
Fuge. If thou doſt, I ſhall never love thee after. Why, 
thou filly Gentleman! | 

Rod. It: is Sillineſs to live, when to live is a Torment; 
and then have we a-Preſcription to dye, when Death is 
cur Phyſician. | ; 5 1 

Jago. Oh villanous! I have look d upon the World for 
four times ſeven Years, and ſince 1 could diſtinguiſh be- 
twixt a Benefit and a Injury, I never found Man that 
knew how to love himſelf. Eer I would ſay, I would 
drown my ſelf for the love of a Guinney. Hen, I would 
change my Humanity with'a Baboon. | 

Rod. What ſhould I do, I confefs it is my Shame to be 

fond, but it is not in my Virtue to amend it. 

Fago. Virtue? a Fig, tis in our ſelves that we are thus 

or thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which our 
Wills are Gardiners. So that if we will plant Nettles, or 
-ſow Lettice; ſet Hyſſop, and weed up Time; ſupply it 
with one gender of Herbs, or diſtract it with many; ei-. 
ther have it ſteril with Idleneſs, or manured with Indu- 
try, why the Power and corrigible Authority of this lyes 
in our Will. If the Ballance of our Lives had not one 
Scale of Reaſon to poiſe another of Senſuality, the Blood 
and Baſeveſs ef our Natures would conduct us to moſt 
prepoſterous Concluſions. But we have Reaſon, to ccol 
our raging Motiens, our carnal Stings, eur unbitted Luſts; 
whereof I take this, that you call Love, to be a Sect, or 

Syen. = 4. ei 

7 Rod. It cannot be. . | 

Jago. It is meerly a Luſt of the Blood, and a Permiſſion 
of the Will. Come, be a Man: Drown thy ſelf? drown 
Cats and blind Puppies. I have profeſt me thy Friend, Fe 

end I confeſs me knit to thy Deſerving, with Cables of If 
perdurable toughneſs, I could never better ſteed thee. than 
| | mo. 


- 
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now. Put Mony in thy. Purſe; follow thou theſe Wars, 
defeat thy Favour with an —— Beard; I ſay, put 
Mony in thy Purſe: It cannot be that Deſdemona 
ſhould continue her Love to the Moor. Put Mony in 
thy Purſe — nor he his to her. It was a violent Com- 
mencement in her, and thou ſhalt ſee an anſwerable Se- 
queſtration, but put Mony in thy Purſe. Theſe Moors are 

eable in their Wills; fill thy Purſe with Mony. The 
Food that to him, now, is as luſcious as Locuſts, ſhall to 
him ſhortly be as bitter as Coloquintida. She muſt change 
for Youth; when ſhe: is ſated with his Body, ſhe will 
find the Errors of her Choice. Therefore put Mony in 
thy Purſe. If thou wilt needs damn thy ſelf, do it a 
more delicate way than drowning. Make all the Mony 
thou canſt. If Sanctimony and a frail Vow betwixt an 
erring Barbarian. and ſuper-ſubtle Venetian be not too hard 
for my Wits, and all — Tribe of Hell, thou ſhalt enjoy 
her; therefore make Mony. A. Pox of drowning thy 
ſelf, it is clean out of the way. Seek thou rather to be 
hang'd in compaſſing thy Joy; than to be drewn'd, and 

without her. 


| Red. Wilt thou be faſt to my Hopes, if I depend on 


the Iſſue? 


- Fago. Thou art ſure of me; Go make Mony. I have 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and agar, I hate the 


Moor. My Cauſe is hearted; thine hath..no leſs reaſon. 


Let us be conjunctive in our Revenge againſt him. If thou 

canſt cuckold him, thou doſt thy ſel a Pleaſure, me a Sport. 

There are many Events in the womb of Time, which 

will be delivered. Traverſe, go, provide thy Mony. We 

will have more:of.this.to.Morrow. Adieu. ! 
Rod. Where ſhall we meet i'th* Morning? 


Fege At my Lodging. 
Rod. I'll be 5 


Jago. Go to, farewel. Do you hear, Rodrigo! 
Rod. II fell all my Lance Exit: 
Jago. Thus do 1 ever make my Fool my Purſe; 


Fer I mine own gain'd Knowledge ſhould profane, 
If I would Tire expend with ſuch a Swan. 
But for my Spart and Profit; I hate the Moor, * 


0 — 
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And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my Sheets 
He has done my Office. I know not if ese 
Bat 1, for meer * Suſpicion in that kind, 
Will do, as if for Surety. He holds mas well <a. | 
The better ſhall my Purpoſe work on him; 
Cafſid's a proper Man: Let me ſee now, 
be. this place, and to plame up my Will 5 

ouble Knavery—— How ? how?——Les's fee 
pr ſome time, 4 abuſe Orhelb's Ears, ; 
That he is too familiar with his Wife 
He hath a Perſon, and a ſmooth Diſpoſe 
To be ſuſpected; fram'd to make Women falſe. * 
The Moor is of a free and open Nature, - 
That thinks Men honeſt, that but ſeem to de ſo, 
And will as tenderly be led by th' Noſe 
As Aſſes are: 
I have't—it is ingendred —— Hell and Ni 5 
Muſt bring this moaſtrous Birth to the werf light le. 


* * Sh 2 
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xn The Capital Gy of Cyprus. 
Enter Montano, and Gentlemen. 


Mont. Ws from the Cape, can you diſcern at Sea? 


1 Gene, Nothing at A os is a wig wrought 


| cans wt the Hearn and the Mai vl 
2 

Mont. Methinks the Wind hath (poke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaſt ne er ſhook our Battlements ; 
If it bath ruffian'd ſo upon the Sea, | 
What Ribs of Oak, when Mountains melt-on them, 
Can hold the Morties? What ſhall we hear of this? 


2 Gern. A of the Turkiſh Fleet; 
Fer do but upon the fouming Shore, 
The chidden Billow fcems to pelt the Clouds, _ 


— 
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That ſo approve the Moor: Oh let the Heay'ns 
For I have loſt him on a dangerous Sea 
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The wind-ſhak'd Surge, with high and monſtrous Main, 
Seems to caſt Water on the burning Bear. 
And quench the Guards of th ever fixed Pole; 
I never did like moleftation view 

the enchafed Flood. ; 

Mont. If that the Twurkiſh Fleet | 
Be not inſhelter'd and embay'd, they a , 
It is impoſſible to bear it out. 

. Enter a Gentleman. 

3 Gent. News, Lads; our Wars are done: 
The deſperate Tempeſt hath fo d the Twrks, 
That their deſignment halts. A noble Ship of Venice 
Hath ſeen a grievous Wrack and — 
On moſt part of their Fleet. 

Mont. How ! is this true ? 

3 Gent. The Ship is his 6 hon to, 
Licutenant of the Warlike Moor, Orhello, 
Is come on Shore; the Moor bimſelfs at - ry 
And is in full er here for 

* — 1 am glad ont; Tis a ä — 


Ind is ame Caſo, he ſpeak of Comfort, 


Techn the Turkiſh Loſs, yet he looks ſadly, 


And pra \ the Moor be fe; for were parted © \ 

With foul and violent Tempeſt. *. 
Mont. Pray Heay'ns he be: 0 

For 1 have ſerv'd him, dhe los wats 

Like a full Soldier. Let's to the Sea-ſide, hoa, 

As well to ſee the Veſſel that comes in, | 

As to throw out our Eyes for brave Orhello, ; | 

Even till we make the Main and th Erial blue, | of 

An indiſtin& Regard. | 1 
Gent. Come, let's do ſo; | 


For every Minute is expectancy 
Of more Arrivance. 
Enter Caſſio. 


Caſe Thanks yeu, the yaliant of this warlike Ile, 


Give him Defence againſt the I 
* 5 


— 
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(Caf. His Bark is ſtoutly timber'd; and his Pilot 
Ok very expert and approv d Allowance - * - - 
Therefore my Hopes, net- ſurfeited to Death, | 
Stand in bold Cure.. - SIN 
Mithin. A Sail, A Sail, a Sail. | 44 
Caf. What Noiſe? * A . 2 
Gent. The Town is empty; on the Brow 'o'th' Ses 
Stand Ranks of People, and they cry a Sail. 
Caf. My Hopes do ſhape him for the Governor. | \ 
Gent. They do diſcharge their ſhot of Courteſie, | 
art rg | . | < I 
Caf. I pray you, Sir, ge forth, | | 
And pive us touch bo th that is arrive. 
. Gent. I ſhall. £5 ' (Exit, 
; Mont. But, — Lieutenant, is your General wivd? | 
_ __ Eaf:: Moſt fortunately, he hath atchiey'd a Maid 
That Paragons Deſcription, and wild Fame: _ - 7 
One that excels the Quirks of blazoning Pens, 
And in th' eſſential Veſture of Creation, C 
Do boar an Excellency — — 
ow now i Nh has put in? 7 
T 
A 
Y 


r ng 


Gent. Tis one Jago, Ancient to the Generall : 

Caſ. Has had moſt favourable and happy Speed; 
Tempeſts themſelves, * Seas, and howling Winde, 
The gutter d Rocks, and congregated Sands, 

Traitors euſteep d, to clog the guiltleſs Keel, 

As having Senſe of Beauty do omit 
Their mortal Natures, letting go ſafely by - - 
The Divine Deſaemon sn © 

Mont. „ is — | 

Caſ. She that I ſpake of, our Captain's Captain: 

Left 4 the Conduct of the bold Fago, by | 
Whoſe Footing here anticipates our Thoughts, 
A Sennight's Speed. Great Fove; Othello guard, Br 
And ſwell his Sail with thine own powertul Breath, - 18 
That he may bleſs this Bay with bis tall Ship, 5 
Make loves quick pants in Deſdemona 's Arms, VIE 
Give.renew'd Fire to our extinguiſh'd Spirits, 


And give all Cyprus comfort——. - | | 2 


þ 


I find it ſtill, when! bave lift ta lleep ; 


Jou rue to play, and go to Bed to work. 
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Enter Deſdemona, Jago, Rodorigo, and Emilia 


Oh behold! 


The Riches of the Ship is come on Shore: 
You Men of Cyprus, let her have your Knees. 
Hail to thee, Lady! and the Grace of Heay'n, 
Before, behind thee, and on every Hand 


- Enwheel thee round. 


Def. I thank you, "valiant Caſſio, 


What Tidings can you tell me of my Lord? I \ 


Caſ. He is not yet arriv'd, nor know 1 ought 


- But that he's well, and will be ſhortly here. 


%_" 


Def. Oh but 1 fear — how loſt you Company ? 
Caſ. The great Contention ot the Sea and Skies, 


Parted our Fellowſhip. But hark, a Sail! 


Within.) A Sail, a Sail. 
Gent. They give this greeung to this 5 5 


| This likewiſe is a Frien 


. Caf. See for the News: 
Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, Miſtreſs. 
[To Emilia. 


That 1 extend my Manners. *Tis my Breeding 

That gives me this bold Shew of Courteſie. | 
Fago. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her Lips, 

As of her Tongue ſhe oft beftows on me, | 


n Let it not gall your Patience, good 7 ago, 


Tou would have enough, 


Def. Alas! ſhe has no Speech. 
ago. In faith, too _ 


Marry before your Ladyſhip, I grant, 


- She puts her Tongue a little in her Heart, 
And chides with thinking. 


mil. You have little cauſe to ſay fo. 
Jago. Come on, come on; you are Pictures out of Doors, wh; 


Bells in your. Parlors, Wild- Cats in your Kitchens, 42 


Saints in your Injuries. Devils being offended, 


. Players in your Huſwifery, and Huſwives in your Beds. 


Deſ Oh, fie upon thee, Slanderer. 
Jago. Nay, it is true; or elle I am a Turk, 


— 
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' Emil. You ſhall not write my Praiſe. = 


ago. No, let me not. 


- Def, What wouldſt write of me, if thou ſhauldſt praiſe me? 


Jago. Oh | meg Lady, do not put me tot, 
For 1 am nothing, if not Critical. K. 5 
Def. Come on. aſſay. There's one gone to the Harbour 
Fago. Ay, Madam. 
De 1 am not merry; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by.ſceming otherv/iſe; 
Come, bow wouldft thou praiſe me? 


ago. I am about it, but indeed my Invention comes 
from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze, it plucks 


out Brains and all, But my Muſe labours, and thus ſhe is 
be fair and wiſe, Fairneſs and Wit, 

N the other uſeth it. "rt 
Def. Well prais d; how if ſhe be black and witty ? 


x be black, and thereto have a Wit, 
be. that ſhall ber Blackneſs fit. 


Deſ. Worſe and worſe, 5 
mil. Ho if fair and fooliſh? 
Fago. She never yet was fooliſh that was fair, 
Pt nf agony "” 
| Def. Theſe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fools laugh 
th Alehouſe. What miſerable Praiſe haſt thou for her 
that's foul and fooliſh? 
Fage. There's none ſo foul and fooliſh thereunto, 
But does foul Pranks, which fair 225 ones do. 


Deſ. Oh heavy Ignorance! thou praiſeſt the worſt beſt. 
But what Praiſe couldſt thou beſtow on a deſerving Wo- 
man indeed? One, that in the Authority of her Merit, did 
juſtly put on the vouch of very Malice it ſelf, 

0. She that was ever fair, and never proud 
— at will, and —— never loud; , 
Never lackt Gold, and. yet went never gay, 
Fled from her Wiſh, and yet ſaid Now I may; 
She 


n 
4 
-f 
8 
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She that being anger d, 1 being nigh, 
Bad her Wrong ſtay. and her Diſp 2 
She that in Wiſdom never was ſe frail | 
To change the Cod's Head for the Salmon's Tail 
Sbe that could think, and ne er diſcloſe her Mind, 
See Suitors following. and nos look behind; 
She was a Wight. (if ever ſuch Wight were) 
Deſ. To do what? 
Fago. To ſuckle Fools, and Chronicle ſmall Beer. - 
Deſ. Oh moſt lame and impotent Cancluton, Do not 
learn of him, Emilia, tho he be thy Husband. How 
a you, Caſſio, is he not a moſt profane and liberal Coun- 
ſellor 


Caſ. He ſpeaks home, Madam, you may reliſh him 

more in 3 than 8 Se 8 
Fass. .] He takes e Palm; ay, well faid 
On) OIih as little a Web as this, will 1 en- 
ſnare as great a Fly as Caſſie. Ay, ſmile upon her, do 
1 will gyve thee in thine own Courtſhip. You ſay true, 
tis fo indeed If ſuch Tricks as theſe ſtrip you out of 
your Lieutenancy, it had been beiter youu had not kiſs'd 
your three Fingers ſo oft, which now again gu 
moſt apt to play the Sir in. Very good—— we 
and excellent Curtelie— tis ſo indeed — Yet again——— 
your Fingers to your Lips? Would they were Cliſter- 
pipes for your ſake, [Trumpes, 
The Moor, I know his Trum 

Caf. Tis truly fo. | 

Def. Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Caſ. Lo, where he comes! 

Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

Oth. O my fair Warrior! 

Deſ. My dear Othells. ' | 

Och. It gives me wonder, great as my Content, 
To ſee you here befere me. O my Soul's Joy! 
If after every Tempeſt come ſuch Calms, 
oe the Winds blow, till they have waken'd Death: 
And let the labouring Bark climb Hills ef Seas 
Olympus high; and duck again as low 
As Hell's from Heav'a. If I were now to die, 


'T were 


are 
| kiſe d, 
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Does challenge much reſpect. Come, Deſdemna, 
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 *Twere now tbe molt happy; for 1 fear * 
My Soul hath her Content ſo 7 folate, | 22 
That not another Comfort: like to this 
Succeeds in unknewn Fate. 1 
Deſ. The Heav ns fotbid, 
But that our Loves and Comfort ould increaſe; 
Even as our Days do grow. 
Oth. Amen to that, iweet Powers! 
I cannot ſpeak enough of this Content, 
It tops me here: It is too much of jo 4 | 
And this and this the greateſt Diſcor „ bar 57 
That e er our Hearts ſhall make. 
Fago. Oh you are well tun d now; but 111 ſerdownthe 
Pegs that 2 Mufick, as hotieft as I am. [ Aſide. 
9 Come, let's to the Caſtle. f 
| Now: Friends, our Wars are done; the Turks are drown'd. 
How: does my old Acquaintance in this Iſle? 
Honey, you ſhall be well defir'd in Cypro, 
I have 7. hou great Love — them. O my Sweet, | 
I prattle out of faſhion, and 1 
In mine own Comforts. 1 prethee, good Fago, 
So to the Bay, and diſembark my Coffer: 
Bring thou the Mafter to the Cirtadel, 1 
He is a good One, and his Worthineſs 


I 
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Once more well met at Cyprus. 
Ereum Othello and De ſdemona. 
Faso. Do you meet me preſently at the Harbour. 
Come thither, if thou be ſt valiant; as they ſay, baſe Men 
being in Love, have then a Nobility i thei Natures, 
more than is Native to them-— liſt me; the Lieutenant 
to Night watches on the Court Guard. Firſt, I muſt 
tell thee this: Deſdemona is directly in Love with h m. 
Rod. With him? why, tis not poſſible, | 
Fago. Lay thy Fingers thus; and let thy Soul be in- 
ſtructed. Mark. me with what Violence the loy'd the 
Moor, but for bragging, and telling her fantaſtical Lies. 
To love him ſtill for prating,' let not thy diſcreet Heart 
think it. Her Eye muſt be fed, And what Delight-ſhall 
| ſhe 
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ſhe have to look on the Devil? When the Blood is made 
dull with the Act of Sport, there ſhould be a game to 
inflame it, and to give tiety a freſh Appetite; Lovelineſs 
in fayour, Sympathy in Years, Manners, and Beauties: 
All which the Moor is defeQive in. Now for want of 
theſe requir'd Conyeniences, her delicate tenderneſs will 
find it ſelf abus d, begin to heave the gorge, diſreliſn and 
abhor the Moor; very Nature will i her in it, 
and compel her to ſome. ſecond choice. Now, Sir, this 
granted, (as it is a moſt p t and unforc'd Poſition) 
who ſtands ſo eminent in the d of this Fortune, as 
Caſſio does? A Knave very voluble; no further Conſcio- 
nable, than in putting on the meer form of Civil and Hu- 
man ſeeming, for the better compals of his Salt, and moſt _ 
hidden looſe Affection? Why none, why none. A ſlippery 
and ſubtile Knave, a fiader of z that has an 
Bye can ſtamp and counterfeit Advantages, though true 

vantage never preſent it ſelf. A Deviliſh. Knave! be- 


Ad 
fides, the Knave is handſom, young, and hath all thoſe 


Requilites in him. that Folly and green Minds look after. 
A peſtilent compleat Knave! and the Woman hath found 
him already. Bt 
Rod. I cannot believe that in her, ſhe's full of moſt 
bleſs d Condition. 8 7D 7 | 
| Fog. Bleſs'd Figs end. The Wine ſhe drinks is made 
of Grapes. If ſhe had been bleſe d, ſhe would never have 
loy'd Moor: Bleſs'd Puddi Didſt thou not ſee - 
FE ? Didſt not mark 
| 721 L FR b 
| Fago. ery, by this Hand; An Index, and obſcure 
Prologue to the Hiſtory of Luſt, and foul Thoughts. They 
met ſo near with their Lips, that their Breaths embrac'd toge< - 
ther. Villanous Thoughts, Roderigo, when theſe Mutabili- 
ties ſo marſhal the. way, hard at hand comes the Ma“ 
ſer, and main Exerciſe.th 2 Concluſion: Piſh--< 
But, Sir, be you. ruld by me. I bave brought you from 


Venice, Watch you do Nicht; for the Command, I'lllay's - 


upon you. ,Caſſio knows you not: Ill not be far from you] 
"vr find fore Qccakion to anger Caſſo, either by ſpeak 
Tor: VU, | F. . wg 


— 


Mavic the : 


- ing too loud. or taintiig his Diſcipline, or from what o- 
(Er courſe you pſy which th ne hl mare ure. 
> rably miniſter. 
«Rod, Well. 
Jute. Sir, en u ee y ſudden in Choler: And 
i happily may ſtrike at a eee him that he may; for 
egen ont of f that will hofe of Cyprus to mutiny. 
-Whode Qualification ſhall come into no true Taſte again, 
but by diſplanting of Caſſie. So ſhall you have a ſhorter 
- Journey to your Deſtres, by the 1 ſhall then have 
to prefer them. And the tb re moſt proſitably re- 
2 without the which there were uo expectation of 


Tail do this, if you-can bring it to apy Oppor- 

3 FE 
460. 1 Warrant thee, Meet me by and by at the Citta- 
del. . ng ſerch his Nevefnries aſhore, Farewcl. St 

Rod: Adieu. L Ei. 

Jus. Thar Caſt loye her, 1 1 do well believe: Ad 
Ther the loves him, dis apt, end of great Credit. 
"The Mcor, howbeit that I endure him not, 
Is of a conſtant, loving, noble Nature, 
Aid 1: dare think, he prove to De 
A moſt dear Husband. Now I do love her "oy 
Nut out of abſolute Luft, though 1 
D D429 cog fi 5 | 
Butipartly ted to diet my Revenge,  '  '* 
For that I do. ſuſpect che up Moor ab e 
Hath * t into my Seat. The 3 Re * 
Doth, like a poiſonous: Mineral, ghaw my in, 5 
And nothing can, or ſhall content my Soul! | 
Till I am even'd with him, on for Wife: | 
Or tailing ſo, yet that I put the Moor, g vs ay en 
At Taft into a Jealauſie ſo ſtrong, er a 
That Judgment cannot cure. Which g's . e 
If ahm poor Trash of Feige, whom 1 trace bn T7 
Tor be quick bynring; tend the putting 222 3 2 gu 
I Tate bur fh B on the hip, 05 _ 2 
Ahuſe him to rhe Moor in the hb, A, 
R nnn 


* 
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| Mitre the Moor thank me, r 


For making him egregiouſly an Aſs, 


And practiſi — bongdar bp 


Even to madneſs. *Tis here but 
Knaveries plain Face is never ſeen ti 2 
Enter Herald, with a Proclamution.  - 
3 It is Othello * our Noble and Valiant * 
neral; n certain now artriv'd, i 
meer — of the Twki/h Fleet, every ee ker 
Felf into Triumph. Some to dance, wins to Bone- 
Fires, each Man to what Sport and Revely his addiction 
leads him. For beſides this beneficial News, it is the Ce- 
lebration of his Nuptial. So much was his pleaſureſhould 
be proclaimed. Offices are open, and there is full li- 
berty of Feaſting, from this preſent hour of Five, till the 
Bell avs toll'd eleven. 
Bleſs the Iſle of Cyprus, and our noble General . 
Enter Othello, Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Attendunts. 

Oth. Good Michael, look yeu to the Guard to Night, 
Let's teach our ſelves that honourable ſtop, y 
Not to out-ſport Diſcretion. 9 

Caſ. Fago bath direction what to do. a5 
But notwithſtanding with my perſonal Eye (2 


Will Ilook tot. 
— Na, "To Morrow ** 

ight, To earlieſt, 

Let me have ſpeech 2 Come, wo ay 

ts 1 » 


——— are to enſue, 
That Profit's yet to come tween me and you. _ 
Good Night. [Ex 


Enter age. 
Cal. Welcome, Fago: We muſt to the Watch. : | 
Jago. Not this hour, Lieutenant: tis not yet ten o'th? 
Clock. Our General caft us thus early for the love of his 
Deſdemona : Whom let us not . blame; be hath 
not yet made wanton the Night with her; Aud ſhes 


ſport for Fove. 


Caf. She's a moſt exquiſite Lady. 
7. And I Il warrant ber full of Game. da 
F 2 Cf 


Indeed nne zee delete case 
Fago. What an Eye ſhe has? * 
N Methinks 1 it ſounds a Parley. to Provocation, UN 

- Ca. An inviting Exe; | | 4 
And yet methinks ri 4 

Fago . And when ſhe ſpeaks, 
ud ea Alarvm to Love? be dT of "ct 
2, She is indeed Perfection, . | 
Fase Well, Happineſs: to their Sheets: Come, Licute- 
28 L have a ſtoop of Wine, and here without are a brace 
Gallants, that would an avg a * to the 
Not ie Night, good. Fi * | 
Not to Night, ago: 1 ye very rand 
Brains for drinking. I could well . wiſh Courte- 
fie would invent ſome other cuſtom of Entertainment. 
ow they are our Friends: re N 


3 i 1 I bare drunk but one cup to Night, and that was: 
craſtiiy qualiſied too: And behold what Innovation it makes 
| here. lam unfortunate in the Infirmity, and dare not 
tak my weakneſs with any more. 
6. What, Man? tis a Night of Revels the Gallant 


Where are they " hi 


Caſ. | 
0. Nl 1 FR og | 
7s ll do't, but it diſlikes pray you! [Exit Exit. Caſſio, 
Fu en pon him, L 1 
With that which he bath drunk to Night already, 
Tie ll be as full of Quarrel, 5 thts 7 
As my young Miſtreſs's Dog. | : 


Now, my ſick Fool, Rodorigo, 

Whom Love hach turn d almoſt the wrong fide or, 
To Deſdemona bath to Night carouz d, 

- Porations, pottle deep; and he's to wach. 4 

"Three elſe of Cyprus, Noble ſwelling Spirits. 

That hold their Honours in a wary diſtance, . 
Tbe very Elements of this Warlike Iſle, 00 at 510 ey _ 
Have I to Night fluſter'd with flowing " 

And they watch too. Now mongſt dick aba. 


„ itn 
Wo That 


—— 
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That may offend the Iſle. But here they come. 
Enter Caſſio, Montano, and Gent 
If Conſequence do but approve my Dream, 
My Boat fails freely, both with ind and Stream. 
Caf. Fore Heav'n, they have given me a rouſe already. 
on: Good faith a little one: Not Nenn 
ier. 


Jae. Some Wine ho!.. -; Ig ſongs, 


And let me the Cangkin link, clink, 
And let me the 2 d bu 
A Soldier's a Man; Oh, Man's s Out 4 
Why then let a Soldier drink. * . 
Some Wine, Boys. | 
Fore Heay'n, ag excellent Song. 

Jago. I learn'd it in England: Where indeed they are 
moſt in Potting. Your Dane, your German, and 
your - di Hollander, 8 bo are 3 to 
Jou Engl 

Caf. Is your Engliſhman ſo exquiſ tein x his 

Fago. Why, he drinks you wi y, your Dane 
dead Drink. He ſwears not to overthrow, your Almain. 
be Mr by es your Hollander a Vomit, ere er en 

| Caf. To the Health of our General < 

Mon. I am for it, Lieutenant: And I'll do you Juſtice. 

Jus. Oh ſweet England. 


King Stephen was and-a worthy Peer, 
His Breeches coſt him but a Crown, 
He held them ſix Pence all too dear, 
With that he calld the Tailor Lown: 


He was a Wight of high Renown, 

And thou art but of low degree: 

"Tis Pride that pulls the Country down, 

And take thy 4 awl'd Cloak about thee, 
Some Wine ho. 


8 exquilte Soog than the 
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Caſ. Ns, for I hold bim te be unworthy of his Places | 
that does thoſe things, Well---- Heaven's above all; and 
there be Souls that muſt be ſaved, and there be Soals muſt 
bk be ſaved. 

Irs true, good Lieutenant. 

— mine ou part, aasee enero 
any Man of Quality ; I bope to be faved. | 

Fag. And fo 421 I too, Lieutenant. 

Caf. Ay, but hy your leaye, not before me. The Len- 


ttenant is to be ſaved before the Ancient. Let's have no more 


of this; let's to our Affairs. Forgive our Sins Gentlemen. 
let's look to our Buſmeſi. Do not think, Gentlemen, I am 
Drunk: This is my Ancient, this is my right Hand, and 
this i 2 left. I am not drunk now; I ITT 
eno and I ſpeak well enough, ee 
or = think then, that 
Wh well then: myſt not 
1 2251 72 LZxit. 
1255 To the P Platform, Maſters, come, let's fee the 
at 
Fago. You ſee this Fellow that is before, 
Ne is a Soldier, ke to ftand fiand by Sg, | 
And give Direction. And do but fee his Vice, 
Tis to his Virtues a juſt Equinox, 
The one as long as th' other. "Tis pity of him; 
I dear the Truft Orhello puts him in, N 
On ſome odd time of his Infirmity, WY 
Will ſhake this Iſland. 
5 But is he often <= * 
ago. Tis evermore his Prologue to his Sleep. 
Hell watch the Horologue a double Set, 
If Drink rock not his Cradle. 
Mont. It were well 
The General were put in mind of it: 
Perhaps he ſees it not, or his good Nature 
Prizes the Virtue that appears in Caſo, 
And looks not on his Evils: Is net * true? 
. Enter Rod 
Fago. How now, Rodorigo! | n 
I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. | [Exit Rod. 


\ 
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Mont. Ang tis great pity that the noble Moor 
Should hazard ſuch a a place, as his own Second, 
With one of an ingraſt Iafirmity ; 
It wete an honeſt Action, to lay ſo 
To the Moor. 
Jago. Not I, for this fair Iſland; d 
10 love Caſſia well, and would do much 
To cure him of this Evil. But hark, what Noiſe? * 
-- Enter.Caſlio purſuing Rodorigo. 
Caf. You Rogu e! you Raſcal!—— 
Mon. What's 1 matter, Lieutenant? 
Caſ. A Knave teach me my Duty ? Pl] beat the 
Knave into a Twiggen Bottle. 
Rod. Beat me 
Caf. Doſt thou prate, Rogue? | f 
Mon. Nay. good Leiutenant; [Staying him. 
I pray vou, Sir, hold your Hand. 
Let me go. Sir, or I'll know you o er the Mazzard. | 
Mon. Come, come, you're drunk. 
Caſ. Drunk? —— [They fight. - 
age. Away ly, go out and cry. a Mutiny. = 
[Exit Töc pr er 
Nay, good Lieutenant Alas, Gentlemen 
Help ho — Lieutenant — Sir Montano —— 
Help Maſters! Here's a goodly Watch indeed 
Who's that which rings the Bell — Diablo, ho! 


[ Bell rings. a 
The Town will riſe, Fie, fie, Licutenant! 
You will be ſham'd for ever. 
Euter Othello, and Attendants. 
Oth. What is the matter here? | 
Mon. I bleed ſtill, I am hurt, but not to th Death. / 
. Oth. Hold for your Lives. ; 
Jago. Hold ho! Lieutenant--- Sir--- Montano-- 

Have you forgot all place of Senſe and Duty? | 
Hold. The General ſpeaks to you hold for ſhame——— 
Oth. Why how — be? from whence ariſeth this? 

Are we turn'd Turks! and to our ſelves do that 
Which Heav'n hath forbid the Otzomites ? 

For Chriſtian ſhame, put * barbarous Brawl.  - 
3:3 4 g + He 


128 OrusL Lo, the 
eee SS | 
Holds his Soul light: He dies upon his Motion. 
Silence that dreadful Bell, it frights the Iſle | 
From her propriety. What is-the matter, Maſters? 
Honeſt Jago, that looks dead with grieving, | 
Speak: Who began this? On thy Love I c urge thee. 
Jago. I do not knew; Friends all, but now, even now 
In Quarter, and in terms like Bride and Groom : 
Diveſting them for Bed; and then, but no. 
As if ſome Planet had unwitted Men, * 
Sword out, and tilting one at other's Breaſts, | 
In Oppoſition bloody. I cannot fpeak : 
Any ning to this peeviſh Odds. | 
And would in Action Bordon I had loſt , 
Thoſe Legs that brought me to a part of it. 
Oth. How comes 1 5 Michael, you are thus forgot? 
Caſ. I pray you pardon me, I cannot ſpeak. 
. Worthy Mantauo, you were wont to be civil; 
— ſtillneſs of your Youth 
The 12 hath noted. And your Name is great 
In Mouths of wiſeſt cenſure. What's the matter, 
That you unlace your Reputation thus, | 
And Yen d your rich Opinion, for the Name 
Of a Night: 3 e me anſwer to it. 
Mos. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to Danger; 
Your Officer, Fago, can inform you, | 
While I ſpare Speech, which ſomething now offends ms; 
Of all that I do know, nor know 1 ought 
By me that's ſaid or done amiſs this Night, 
Unleſs Self-charity be ſometimes a Vice, 
And to defend our ſelves it be a Sin, 
When Violence aſſails us. 
Oth. Now, by Heav' 2 
My Blood s my ſafer Guides to rule, 3 
Ard Paſſion, having my beſt Judgment choler'd, | Ts 
Aſays to lead the way. If 1 once ſtir, + - 
Or do but lift this Arm, the beſt of you 
Shall fink in my Rebuke. Give me to know 


Ho this foul Rout ? Who {et it n? a 
F in his Offeace, _ ; 


* 
. _ - ——_ 4 
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Tho he had twinn'd with me, both at a Birth, 
Shall loſe me. What, in a Town of War, 
Yet wild, the Peoples Hearts brim- full of fear, 
To manage private and domeſtick Quarrel? 
In Night, and on the Court and —2 of afery? | 
Tis monſtrous. ' Fago, who began't ? i 

Mon. If partially affin'd, or league in Office, 
Thou doſ deliver more or leſs than Truth, 
Thou art no Soldier. - 
12 go. e . 

rather. have this Tongue cut from Movith} 

Than it ſhould do offence to 2 
Yet I perſwade u to ſpeak ſo the Truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is, General: 
Mont ano and m 2 bei ng in Speech, 
There comes a Fellow, — wn for f. 
And Caſfio following him with determin Sword, 
To execute upon — Sir, this Gentleman 
Steps in to Caſſto, and intreats his uſe; 
My ſelf the crying Fellow did 
Left by Ris — as it ſo 
3 * He brit of Foo 
Out-ran my returm d the rather 
For that 1 oy — and fall of Swords, 
And Caſo high in Oath; which till to Night 
Ine er might ſay before. When 1 came back, 
For this was brief, I found them cloſe: together 
At blow, and thruſt, r 
When you your ſelf did part them. n 
More of this matter cannot I report. 
But Men are Men; the beſt ſometimes forget; 
Tho Caſſio did ſome little wrong to him, Fe. 
As Men in rage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt; 
Yet ſurecby Caſio, I believe, receiy d, 
From bim that fled, ſome ſtrange lndignity, 


Which Patience could not paſs, 
E ors w, 7420, 
Making ici ligh 2 1 
g it light to Caſio, Ca 
engen 


3 : na 
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| Enter Deſdemona attended. 
Look if my gentle Love be nog 1 tp: 
I'll make thee an Example. 
Deſ. What's the matter, Dear? 
Orth. Als well, Sweeting; 
Come, away to Bed. Sir, for yaur- hurts, 
My ſeif will be your Surgeon, Lead him off: 
Fago, look with care about the Town, | 
And filence thoſe whom this vile brawl diſtracted. 
Come, Deſdemons, tis the Soldiers Life, 
— . Slambers — with Strife. [Exeunt. 


— 


0. 

$4 Reputation, Reputation, ! Oh I have 
r 

Gif — remains is beſtial. lar Reputation, 185 
—* I honeſt Man, I had thought 

ago. As lam an 
receiv'd ſome bodily Weund ; there is more 2 
than in Reputation. Reputation is an idle, and moſt falſe 
Impoſitien; oft got Merit, and loſt without de- 
ſerving. Yeu have loſt go Reputation at all, unlefs you 
repute your- ſelf ſuch 2 loſer. What Man—— there are 
more ways 10 recover the General again. Tou are but now 
caſt in his'Mood,' a Puniſhment more in Policy, 4 
Malice, even ſo as ane would beat his offenceleſs 
affright an imperious Lion. Sue to him again, and 
yours. 
“ 
ſo good a Commander, with ſo ſlight, ſo drunken, and 
ſo indiſcreet an Officer. Drunk? and ſpeak, Parrot? And 
quabble? Swagger? Swear? And diſcourſe Fuſtian with 


ones own Shadow O thou invifible Spirit of Wine! 
a ee 9 * un cad 
| ago. What was he that pou follony'd with your Sword? 
— EnIrany! a. £85) cd 9 
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' Caf. I know not. 4 LO 


Jute. lot poſlible ? | * . 
. — a Maſs of things, but nothing diſtinct- 


ä eu Quatrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that hen 


put an Enemy in their Mouths, to ſteal away their 


Brains? That we ſheuld with joy, pleaſance, revel apd + 


applauſe, transform our ſelves iuto Beaſts. 


Fago. Why, but you are now well enough: How came 
you thus recover'd ? - £ : | 
Caf. It hath pleas d the Devil, Drunkenneſe, to give 
place to the Devil, Wrath; one unperfectneſs ſhews me 
another, to make me frankly deſpiſe my ſelf. 
Jago. Come, you are too ſevere a Moraller. As the 
Time, the Place, and the Condition of this Country ſtands, 


IQ could heartily wiſh this had not befaln: But fince it is 


as it is, mend it for your own Good. a 
Caſ. I will ask him for any Place again, he ſhall tell 
me, I am a Drunkard? Had I as man Mouths 2s dra, 
ſuch an anſwer would ſtop them all. To be now a ſenſi- 
ble Man, by and by a Fool, and preſently a Beaſt. Bh 
_ Every inordinate Cup .is unbleſs'd, and the In- 
ago. Come, come, good Wine is a | familiar 
2 if it be Lg Exclaim 2 inſt 
it. And, good Lieutenant J think, vou think I love - - 


you. | | 
Caf. I have — it. Sir; 1 drunk! 
ago.. You, or any Man living, may be drunkat a time, 
Man. I tell you' what you ſhall do: Our General's Wife - 
is now the General. 1 may fay fo, in this refpe&, far 
that he hath devoted, and given up himſelf to the Con- 
templation, Mark, and . K. of her Parts and 
Graces. Confeis your {elf freely to her: Importune her 
help, to put you in yourPlace again, She is of fo free, fa - 
kind, ſo apt; fo bleſſed a Diſpotztion, ' ſhe holds it 3 Vice 
in her Goodneſs, not to do more than ſhe is requeſted. 
This broken Joint between yoy and her Husband, intreat - 
her ts ſplinter, And my Fortunes apginſt any lay, worth 


i. 


 mpingeris ck of your Live ſhalt row roger, 


it way before, 
. W Ca} © 
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. You adviſe me well. 
. Fago xg t in the dsc of Love and honeſ 


| = I think it freely: And betimes in the Morning, 
I beſeech the ” Deſdemona to undertake | 
me: I am deſperate of my Fortunes if they check me, 
Jago. You are in the right: Good Night, Lieutenant, I 
muſt to the Watch. 
Caf. Good Night, honeft Jago. [Exit Caſſio. | 
2 Age. And what's he then, chat ſays 1 pla n 
When this Advice is free I give, and h 
' Probable to thinking, and indeed the Courſe 
To win the Moor again. For tis moſt eaſie, 
Th'inclining De/demona to ſubdue 
In any honeſt Suit. She's fram'd as fruitful | 
As the free Elements, And then for her 
To win the Moor, r 
All Seals and Symbols of redeemed Sin, 
His Soul is ſo enfetter d to her Love, 
That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſhe liſt, 
Even * 3 the Gd 
With his weak Function. r Villain, 
To counſel Caſio to this parallel Court, PYRO 
DireQly to his good? Divinity of Hell, 91149 
When will their blackeſt Sins put on, | 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heay'nly £ 
As I do now. For while this honeſt Fool 
And ar or in COND Kr, — 
ſne for to 
this Pen lende into M. Bar, 
Ld dhe rep lim, for her Bodys Luft: . 
And by how much ſhe ftrives to do him good, 
She ſhall undo her Credit with the Moor. 
So will I turn her Virtue into Pitch, * 
And . | 


© ow of - 


That ſhall enmaſn them all. 

How now, Rodorigo! | 3 
Eiter 

erer 


of 
„ no like a Hound 
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moſt ſpent ; I have been to Night exceedingly well cudgel- 
led; ed 1 think the Iſſue will be, I ſhall have ſo much 
1 my Pains; and fo with no- Mony at all, - 
a little more Wit, return again to Venice. | 
i fs. tome are they that have not Patience? 
What Wound jog but by Degrees? 
Thou know'ſt we work by Wit, and not by Wicheraſtj 
And Wit depends on dilatory time | 
| Deer: nov gu wellt: Geo bak boca chen 
And thou by that ſmall hurt haſt caſtuer d Coffs: 
Tho' other things grove fir againſt the Sun, 
Yet Fruits that firſt, Sill firſt be ripe; * 
Content thy ſelf a while, In troth tis Mornings 
Pleaſure and Action make the Hours ſeem ſhort... 
Retire thee; ge where thou art Billette: 
2_ I —— ſhalt know more hereafter : 


Nay, [Exit Rodorigo. 
a. — Ama, Fs 


My Wife muſt move for Caſſo ts her Miſtreſs: | 
T'll fer ber on my ſelf-a while, to draw the Moo apa; 


IF ( 


And bring him jump, when be may Caſio find 


Solliciting his Wife: Ay, that's the way: 
| Dull nor-Deyice, by coldnels Ind: delay, [Exit, 


5 ” 
— - 1 
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8 C EN E Othello's Palace. 


| Enter Caſſio, 


cc MA here, I will conten 
ME E ee Tee fee 
row, General. 


Clown. Why, Maſters, have your Inſtruments been in 
Naples, ; thr they er ich Noſe thus? | Mm 

Muſ. Hove, Sir, Nas lie | 

Clown, Are theſe, I pray you, wind Inſtruments? 
. r e SE 7 


* 
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- Clown. Oh, t hangs a Tale. tom 
: Mo. 2 » Tale, Sir f 5 

- Clown, Marry, Sir, by many 1 
know. But, Maſters, here's Mony: . And the Ge- 
neral fo likes your Muſick, that you for loves 
Sake to make no Noiſe with it. 
M. Well, Sir, we will not, 

Clown. If you have any Muſick that may not be heard, 
to't again. But, as they ſay, to bear dach. en 
ral does not greatly care: | 

Muſ. We none — prix? 5 

8 pes in for ay. 
Go, vaniſh into Air, Away. . tvs, 

Ca/. Doſt thou hear me, mine honeſt Friend? 2 
No, | keop up thy Quile _ | hear you. 
Prethee, illets, 's 2 F 
42 Gold for thee: If the Gentlewowan that — ores 
General's Wife be ſtirring, tell ber there's one Caſſip-entreats 


| of her a little Favour o Speech. Wilt thou do this? 
enn. She is ſtirring, Sir if the will fir hither, I ſhall 


ſeem to notifie unto ber. Fo! I 
. + > 
In happy tim age. 
E 2, | 
ai fan have not been a-bed then? — — 


Fago 
Caf. Why, na; the Day had broke before we pared. 
J have made bold, Jago, to ſend in to your Wife; 

My ſuit to her is, that ſhe will to Aer, Deſdemone. 
Procure me ſame acceſs 

alt I'll ſend her-to you — 

And Pi! deviſe 6 Mean to draw the Moor - 
Out of the wa N that your Converſe and and Buſineſs 


* more [i. 
1 bumbly thank you for' 1 never kae 
A au, more kind and honeſt, | * 


Enter Æmilis. 
mil. Good morrow, good Lieutenant, I am r 
For your Diſpleaſure; but all will furg be well. 
The General and his Wife are talking of it: 


And the ſpeaks for you ſtoutly. . The Kor pln 


That 


That be you hurt is of great Fame is Cyprus, 
And great Affinity; and that in wholſom Wiſdom 
He might not but refuſe you- But he protefts he loves you, 
And needs ne other Suitor but his likings, 
To bring you in again. ent 
et, I beſeech you, | | 
If you think fit, a done, 
Give me Advantage of ſome brief Diſcourſe 
With De demon alone. * 
Pray, come in; 
I will bedow you where you ſhall have time 
To ſpeak your Boſom freely, 
Caſ. I am much bound to y [ Exennt, 
Euter Othello, Jags, — Gentlemen. N 
Oib. Theſe Letters give 2 , to the Pilot, 
And by him do my Duties te the Senate; 
That done, I will be walking on the Works, 
Repair there to me. 
Fag. Well, my good Lord, IN dot. 4282 
Oth. This Fortifcation, Gentlemen, fball we ſeet? 


Sen. Well wait upon your Lordfhip. [ Exennt, 
SCENE Il. As Atariment. 


Enter Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Amilia. 
Def. Be thou aſſur d rd, geod Caſſs, I will do | 


All my Abilities in thy 

Ai. Good Madam, do: 
I warrant it grieves my 
As if the Cauſe were his. 


Deſ. Oh that's an honeſt Fellow; do not doubt, can. 


But I will have my Lord and you again 

As friendly as yeu were. 

Caf. Bounteous Madam, 
Whatever ſhall become of Michael Caſio, | 
He's never any thing but your true Servant, 

Di | inane hank wane you do love my Lord, 
You have known him long, and be you well afurg, 
OE ee ey 
8 palitick diſtance. | 


Caſ. 
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Ay, but 

Wh Policy 2 laſt ſo | 
Or feed upon ſuch nice and wateri | Diet, 
88 it my ſo out = — 
That I being abſent, and my pla 
My General will forgot m » Love — 

Deſ. Do not doubt 3 before Emilia th 
1 give thee Warrant of thy alte ds 
If I do yow a Friendſhip, I'll perform it 
To the laft Article. My Lord ſhall never reſt, 
I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of Patience; 
His Bed ſhall ſeem a School, 3 Re, 
Ill intermingle every thing he do's 
With Caſſos ſuit: Therefore be merry, cala 
For thy Sollicitor ſhall rather die, | = 

Than give thy Cauſe away. _ 

| a Enter Othello and. Jago. 

mil. Madam, here comes my Lord. 

—— 

W , me $337 

— 3 _ very — 
Voß for wine own purp WEAR», Y 
Deſ. Well, de pe tion, © * 9. 
Fago. Hah? I like not that. Wt 
Otch. What doſt thou ſay? 
Fago. Nething, w my Lord; or 1 A not what. 
Oth. Was not that Caſſo parted from my Wife? if 
Fago. Caſfio, my Lord? . 
That be 5 4 away ſo guilty-like, 


0 Ig 
I do delievs 'twas he. 

Deſ. How now, my Lord? 
I have been K a Suitor here 
A Man that in your Diſpleaſure: | 

Oth. Who — 2 

Deſ. Why your Lieutenant Caſſiv. Good my Lord, | 
If 1 have any Grace, or Forer in move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take. 
For if he be not one that truly loves 
3 and nat in 


"2 
{ 
{ 


Moor eurer WE. 


I bare no Judgment in an honeſt face. 
I prethee call him back. 

Ot. Went he hence now? 
Deſ. In ſooth, ſo humbled, 


That he hath let part of his Grlef with we BOT 


To ſaffer with him. Good Love, call him back. 
.Oth. Not now, ſweet Deſdemona, ſome other * 
* But ſhall't be ſnortiy? 

. The ſooner, — 2 for you. 
Dol Shall'c be to Night, at Supper? 
. Oth, No, not to Night. 
Deſ. To morrow Dinner then? 
Oth. I ſhall not dine at home: 

I meet the Captains at the Citadel. 


5 7 


w 


De/. Wh M Night, 
7 y I 


On Tueſday Noon, or Night, on Wedneſ; 

I prethee name the Time, but let it not 

Exceed three Days; in Faith he's Penitent: 

And yet his treſpaſs, in our common Reaſon, 
(Save that they ſay the Wars muſt make NP 
Out of their beſt,) is not almoſt a Fault 

T*;ncurr a private check. When ſhall he come? 
Tell me; Othello. I wonder in my Soul | 
What you would ask me, that I would deny, 


Or ſtand ſo mam — — What? Michael Cuſſo? 


That came a wooing ou; and ſo many a time 

When | have — * — iſpraiſingly | 

Hath ta'en your part, to have ls ied Wis? 

To bring him in? Truſt wee 1 condi 6 ade 
Oth. Prethce no more, let him come when be wil, 

I will deny deny thee nothing. a | 
Def. Why, tide rs Book? > " 

Tis as I ſhould entreat you 1 4 
Or feed on nouriſhing Diſhes, or keep you warm, 
Or ſue to you, to do à peculiar Profit F 

To your Perſon. Nay, when 1 have ſuit, 
Wherein I mean to touch your Love indeed, 
It ſhall be full of Poize, and difficult weight, © 
And fearſul to be granted Oo 


4 


14 


— 


— — 


— — ũÜ 6j ² m ˙ w — — 
— 


1 
| rr. my r ell. 


1 Ousk re, tb 


Oth. 1 will deny thee 
beſeech thee, grant me this, 


: Shall I deny you? No: " Farexeel, my Lord 


Otb. Excellent Wretch! Perdition catch my Soul, 
But I do love thee; and when 1 love thee. not, 


| Chaos is come 


Dt. Wi My 2 


* "I 


72 Why ft thought, a e 
0 ct Wink e BE with it. 
e and went between us very | 
. Dua thay ought of tha? 
Is he not haneſt ? | 
err my Lord? 
7 Honeſt? Ay, Honeſt, 
ys; My Lond, for ought I know, 
2 What doſt thou think? 
2 Think, my Lord ' | 
Think, my Lord! Alas, thou eccho't me; IEF 
As if there were ſome Manſter in thy thought [ 
Too hideous to be ſhewn, Theu-dolt mean ſomething : 
— — es tad. 
Wife. What did'ſt not like? 
And when 1 ol ths be was of my Counſel, 
Of my whole courſe of wooing; thou cried'ft, indeed? 
—— naſe thy Boo: . 


Asif thou theg badd ſhut up in th 


y Brain 
— If thou doſt love me 
* i Jags. 


* — 


: Fare wel. my De/dgwmona, PI come to thee. fraight. : 
; Def. ö be as F you: 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. [Exit 


4 
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| Fago, M y Lord, you know I love you. 
Oth. I think thou doſt: 
And for I know thou'rt full of Love and Honefty, 
. And weigh'ſt thy Words before thou giv'ſt them 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more: 
L For ſuch ings, in in a falſe diſloyal Knave, 
Are tricks of Cuſtom; but in a hs that's ra. 
They're cold Dilations workiag from the Heart, 
That Paffion cannot rule. 
ago. For Michael Caſfo, 
I dare be ſworn, 1 think, that he is honeſt. 
Oth. I think ſo too. 4 
Jago, Men ſnould be what they ſeem. 
Or thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none. 
Oth. Certain, Men ſhould be why they ſeem. 
ago. Why, then I think Ca{is's an honeſt Man. 
1 Naw.. yet there's more in this, 
pray thee ſpeak to me as to my thinkings, 
A 4 A doſt ruminate, and give thy worſt of Thoughts, 
Ne nd Wo Rank rdon 
ago. may Pardon me. 
| I am not bound to every Ac of Duty, 
I am not bound to that, all Slaves are free to ; 
Utter my Thoughts! Why fay they are vild and falſe > 
As — that Palace, whereinto foul . | 
- Sometimes intrude not? oo work ſ@ pure, 
But ſome uncleanly 
- + 4 — ays, and in Seflogs Ge 
Wi — a 
Oth. Thou doſt con againſt thy Friend, 
If thou but think'ft him reg and mak'ft hy 
A Stranger to thy Thoughts, 
Fago. | do beſeech you, 
Though | perchance am vicious in my Gueſs, 
(As I confeſs it is my Nature's 
To ſpie into Abuſes, 4 oft my jealouſie 
Shapes Faults that are no Fa = Wiſdom, 
Frem one that ſo imperſs By mos 
Would take no Notice, nor build your ſelf a Trouble 
Out of bis Seatering, and unſure Gare „ 2c? 
| It 


? 


© 140 Or#nELL 0g the © 


It were not for Quiet, nor your Good, 
8 for my Manhood. — — Wiſdom, 
To let you know my Thoughts. 
| Oth. What doſt hoy mean? 
Jago. Good Name in Man and Woman, dear my Lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their Souls; - 
Who ſteals wy" Purſe ficals traſh, tis ſomething, no« 


thing; 

r tis bis, and has been Slave to thouſands; 
But he that filches from-me my good Name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 
And makes me poor indeed. 

Oth. Il know thy Thoughts 

Fag. You cannot, if my Heart were in your Hands ' 
Nor ſhall not, whilſt tis in my Cuſtody. = 

Otb. Hal _ | 
Oh, — my Lord, of Jealouſie, 

-ey'd Monſter, which doth mock _ 
. 18 f s on. That Cuckold lives in Bliſs, 
, Certain of his Fate, loves not his Wronger ; 

But oh, what damned Minutes tells he o'er, 
| Who dotes, yet doubts; ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loveat 

Oth. O Miſery! 

- Fago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich * 1 
But Riches fineleſs, is as poor as Winter, 
To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor; 
Good Heay'n ! the Souls of all my Tribe defend 
From ſealouſe. 

Oth. Why? Why is this? 
Think' thou 1'd 3 a Life of Jealoulie ? 
To follow ſtill the Changes of the Moon, 

Wich freſh Suſpicions? No; to be once in doubt, 
Is once to be reſolv'd: Exchange me for a Goat, 
When 1 ſhall turn the Buſineſs of my Soul 
To ſuch exuflicate, and blewn Surmiſes, | 
Matching thy inference: Tis not to make me Jealous, 

To ſay my Wife is fair, feeds well, loves Company, 
Is free of Speech, ſings, plays, and dances well; 

— Where Virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous. ; 

Nor fram mine own weak Merits, wil I draw | 


$5 * _—_— 
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IA ſee before / doubt ; when 1 doubt, prove; 


hy _—_— 
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The Galle Fear, or doubt of her Revolt, 
For ſhe had Eyes, and choſe me. No, Fuse, 


18 
» 


And on the Proof, there is no more but this, 1 
Away at once with Love, or Jealoufie. _ . 

Fago. ur 
To ſhew the Love and Duty that I bear you 
With franker Spirit. Therefore, as I am bound, 


* 


Receive it from me. I ſpeak not yet of Proof: 


_ to _ Wife, obſerve her well with Cao, , | 
es, thus; not Jealous, nor Secure; 
not _ your free, and noble Nature, "5 

on of SelChonnes be abus'd; look to't. _ 

I know our 2 diſpoſition well; - 
They dare ns fhew cher Hubanda; ther bt oc 
not ſhew their Husbands; their beſt 

Is not to leaye't undone, but keep'r 9 * 
Ob. Doſt thou ſay ſo? | 
Fago. She did deceive her Father, marrying 

And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and fear Dab. 

She lov'd them moſt. | 
Oth, And ſo ſhe did. 

hy, go to then; 


Sbe that ſo young could give out ſuch a ſeeming” I 


To ſeal her Father s Eyes up; cloſe as Oak—— _ 
He thought twas Witchcraft——  __ 
But I am much to blame: | 
I humbly do beſeech you of your Pardon | 
For too much loving yu. 
725 I am bound to you for erer. 
Tag. fe th atk le dal your pri 
Not a jot, not a jr. 
ago. Truſt me, I fear it has: * . 
1 you will conſider, what is ſp | | 
Comes from my Love. But I do. Fu mord— 
Lom to pely yon, nt bf Fran WE PN... 1. 
To groſſer Iſſues, nor to * Reach, r 
Than to Suſpicion. 
* I will not. 


/ = *. 


Jag 


+4 . OrntLio, mh 
Should you do fo, my Lord, | 
1 oa as] Should you dorfo, wy Hand, 


myThougbtszim'd not at. Caſſv'smy bee | 


My Lord. I fee you're mov di 

_ Oth. No, not much moy'd — © 

10 not think but Deſdemona's honeſt. 

Fate. Long live ſhe ſo; and long Hve you to think 6 
Oth, And yet how Nature erring froni-it ſelf 
Jags. Ay. Ay, hay : nah ma to be bold with you; 

Not to ute&t k 

Ot her own Cline, = vr and Degree, 

Whereto we ſer in all chin 5 Nature tends: 

Foh! one may ſmell in ſuch, a Will moſt rank, 

- Foul Diſproportions, Thoughts unnatural,  ' 

on me, I do not in Poſition © > 

ſpeak of her, tho I may fear wah want 

recoiling to her better udgment, | 1 

May e ne 7 * 

And happily Repent. F + 
Oth. Farewel, farewel; con fats 

If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more : 

— on oy Wife to obſerve. Leave me, Fag. 

Fago. M y Lord, I take my Leave. [Song. 
Ot why did 1 marry? | Sg a 

This honeſt . doubtleſs, 

Sees, and knows more, much more © tha he elde, | 

Fa. My Lord, I would 1 might intreat your Honour 

To ſcan this thing no farther; leave it to time: 

Althoꝰ tis fit that Caſo have his Place, 

For Ge | he fills it up'with great Ability, 

Yet if you'pleaſe to put him off a while, 

You ſhall by that perceive him, and his Means; 

Note, if — Lady ftrain his Entertainment 

With any fron og, of vehement Importunity, 

Much will be ſeen in that. In the mean . 

r OY 

As worth I have'to fear Tam, d 

And hold her free, I do beſeech your Honour. ay 
Oth. Fear not my Government. 

Jas. 1 once more take my Leave. [Exit. 


» W* 
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| If the be Tall, O'then He's modks it Gf: 


Moor " Ve NICE. ' 4s 
od. This Fellow's of exceeding Honeſty, | 
And knows all . 1 7 7 with ng Hor 'd - 
Of human Dealings. If I do prove her H 
Tho! that her Jeſſes were my dear Heart Th 


I'd whiſtle her 6#, and let 2 dewyn the 
To prey at Fortune, Haply, for I am black, 


Aud have nat thoſe oft Parts of Converſation, © © 


That Chamberers haye;' or for I am declin'd. - 
Into the Vale of Ye * net much 
She's gone, 1 am abus'd, and my Relief 


Mluſt be to loath her. Oh curſe of Marriage ! 


That we can call theſe delicate Creatures our, 

And not their Appetites! I had rather be a Toad, - 

And live upon the V of a Dungeon, 

Than keep a Corner in the thing I love, | 

For other's uſes. Yet 'tis the Plague to Great-ones, 

Prerogativ'd are leſs than the Baſe, 

"Tis deſtiny unſhunable like Death; 

Even then, this forked Plague is fated to us, 

When we de quicken. Look where ſhe comes 
Euter Deſde mona and Amilia. 


I'll not belie vt. | 
Deſ. 18 dear Oohelloz |  _- 


Your Dinner, and the a ven under — - 


By you invited, do a 
vo Jam to blame, 


Def. Why de "Ih ſpeak ſo faintly? 


you not we 
Ozh. I have a 5 my Forchead here. 


Deſ. Why, that's wit *twyill awa nu. 
3 dai this hou 25 

It will be well. 53 WW 1 
| ch. Your Nighis þ g rg 


Ng 
Let « alt; Gan el g 27 


in wyith you. 
— 4 I and Eid bare 


you. are not well. rr 
found — Napkin; 


This was ber ik Re ry rom the Moor; f | 
Woo'd | 


My wayward Husband hath undfed Times 


3. 
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Woo'd me to ſteal it... But, ſhe ſo loves the Token, 
For he conjur d her, ſhe ſhould ever keep. it, 11 
That ſhe reſerves it eyermore about her, 

To kiſs and talk to. I'll have the work ta en out,” 

And give't Fago; what he will de with i it, 

Heav'n knows, not 1: 

I nothing, but to pleaſe his Fantaſie.” 
| = Jago. 

Fazo. How now? What do you here RYE 
mil. Do not you chide; I have a * for'y you, 
Jago. You have a thin ing for me? e r 

It is a common thing — 1 a ON BEL. 
mil. Ha? 

Fago. To have a fooliſh wife. * 

Emil. Oh, is that all? gh ill you gr mi ney | 
For that fame Handkerchief? 2 . 

Jago. What Handkerchief? | 

mil. What Handkerchicf? _ 5 
Why, that the Moor firſt gave to wren 
That yy ſo often you did bid me ſteal. 

Jago. Haſt ftollen it from her? 

mil. No; but ſhe let it drop by e 
And to th Advantage, I AY here, took't * 
Look, here tis. 1 

Fago. A ood Wenth, five it me.. 

mil. What will you do with't, ou ae be 6 
neſt to have me filteh it? 

Fago. Why, what js that to you?” "a it: 
Emil If it be _ for 5 fe of import, 
Give 't me again. Poor „ ſhell run 
When ſhe ſhall lack it. fer NT» 

ago. Be not acknown on't: F 
I have uſe for it. Go, leave me ' * = Emil. 


12 
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I Will in Cos Lodging loſe this Napkin, 


Ake tothe Jealous, *Confirmations ftron 


And let him find it. Trifles light s Mir 


As proofs F hol IT This may do ſometh 


"The Moor alrea or Wil j Poiſons, 1 3 — 
Which at the firſt are 0 found fo! SOR: þ Jarman 
nn e- 


et Ld 5 © © # „ 
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Burn like the Mines of Sulphur, I did ſay ſo. 


Enter Othello. 4 
Look, where he comes! not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 


Nor all the drowſie Syrups of the World. 


Shall eyer Medicine thee to that ſweet 3 
Which thou ow dſt yeſterday. * 
Oth. Ha! ha! falſe to me! © 
Jago. Why, how now, General; no more of that. 
Oth. Avant, be gone; thou haſt ſer me on the Rack; 
I ſwear *tis better to be much abus d, 
Than but tg_knoyv a little. 
Fago. How now, my Lord? 
Ob. What ſcent had 1, in her ſtobn hours of Luſt? 
I aw it not, thought it not, ir harm'd no: me: 
1 flept the next Night well, fed well, was free and merry, 
I found not Caſio's Kiſſes on her Lips; 
He that is Sy hn not wanting what is ſtol'n, 
Let him not know't, and he's not robb d at Al. 
Fago. I am ſorry to hear this. 
Orth. 1 had been happy if the general Cimp. 


Pioneers and all, had taſted her ſweet Body, 
Sol had nothin known. Oh now, for ever 


Farewel the tranquil Mind, Farewel Content; 


Farewel the plumed Troops, and the big War, 


That make Ambition Virtue! Oh farewel, 
Farewel the neighing Steed, and the ſhrill Trump, 
The Spirit-ſtirring Drum, th'Far- piercing Fife, 
The Royal Banner, and all Quality, 
Pride, Pump, and Circumſtance of glorious War: 
And O you mortal Engines, whoſe rude Throats 
Th'immortal Fove's dread C):mours counterfeit, 
Farewel! Othello's Occupation's gone. 
F ago. It's poſſible, my Lord? 
Oth. Villain, be ſure thou prove my Love a Whore; 
Be ſure of it: Give me the Ocular Proof, 
Catching bold on 
Or by the worth of mine eternal or . 
Thou hadſt been better have been born a Dog, 
Than anfwer my wak d Wrath. 
agb. Isꝰ't come to this? I | * 
Vol. VII. G Ot. 
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. »  Oth. Make me to ſee t, or, at the leaſt; ſo prove it, 
That the probation bear no Hinge, nor HO. 


Io hang a doubt on: Or woe upon thy Life. 


Noble Lord. \ ” 
Oth. If thou doſt ſlander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more; abandon all Remorſe | 
On horrors Head, horrors accumulate, | 
Do Deeds to make Heav'n weep, all Earth amaz d, 
For nothing canſt thou to Damnation add, 
Greater than that. e 
Fago. O Grace! O Heay'n forgive me! 
Are you a Man? Have you a Soul? Or Senſe? _ 
God be wi you: Take mine Office. O wretched Fool, 
That lov'ft to make thine Honeſty a Vice! , 
Oh monſtrous World! Take note, take note, O World, 
Jo be direct and honeſt, is not ſafe. pt 
I thank you for this Profit, and from hence 
Il love no Friend, ſith Love breeds ſuch Offence. 
Oth. Nay ſtay—- thou ſhould'ſt be honeſt—— 
Jago. 1 d be wiſe, for Honeſty's a Foo], 
And loſes that it works for. f 
. Oth. By the World, | 
I think my Wife is honeft, and think ſhe is not ; 
I think that thou art juſt, and think thou art not; 
Fill have ſome proof. My Name, that was as freſh 
As Dian's Vilage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own Face. If there be Cords or Knives, 
Poiſon, or Fire, or ſuffocating Streams, | 
Til not endure it. Would I were ſatisfied! 
Fage. I ſee you are eaten up with Paſſion; 
I do repent me that I put it to you. : 
You would be ſatisfied ? 
Oth, Would? nay, and I will, 
Jago. And may; but how? how fatisfied, my Lord? 
Would you the ſuper- viſion groſly gape on? 3 
Behold her topp'd? 
Orb. Death, and Damnation! Oo! 
Zago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring em to that proſpect: Damn them then; 
If ever mortal Eyes do Tee them bolſter 


Their Affairs; one of this kind is Ca,: 
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More than their own. What then? how then? 
What ſhall I ſay? Where's Satisfaction? 

It is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, | 
Were they as prime as Goats, as hot as Mcnkeys, 
As ſalt as Wolves in pride, and Fools as grols | 
As Ignorance, made drunk. But yet, I ſay, 

If Imputation-and ſtrong Circumſtances, 

Which lead directly to the door of Truth, 


Will give you Satisfaction, you might have 't. | 


Oth. Give me a living reaſon ſhe's diſloyal. — 

7 0. 1 do not like the Office; by 1th | | 
But fith I am entred in this Cauſe ſo far, 
Prick'd to't by fooliſh Honeſty and Love, 5 | 
I will go on. I la with Caſſio lately, N W = 
And being troubled with a raging Tooth, | 9 
I could not fleep. There are a kind of Men, 
So looſe of Soul, that in their Sleeps will mutter 


Ia ſleep I heard him ſay, Sweet Deſdemona, 
Let us be wary, let us hide our Loves; 
And then, Sir, would he gripe, and wring my Hand, 
Cry----oh ſweet Creature----then kiſs me hard, 
As 4 he pluckt up Kiſſes e 
An upon my Lips, is Leg o'er my Thigh, 
And ſigh and kiſs, and then 85 Curſed Fate, This 
That gave thee to the Moor. 
Oth. O mouſtrous! monſtrous! : p | 
Jago. Nay this was but his Dream. 45 
Ot. But this denoted a fore gone Concluſion, , Fs | 
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Tis a ſhrewd doubt, tho' it be but a Dream. 


Fage. And this may help to thicken other [ro5%*, 
That do demonſtrate thinly. - n 

Oth. I'll tear her all to pieces. 

Jago. Nay yet be wiſe, yet we ſee nothing done; 
She may be honeſt yet: Tell me but this, 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a Handkerchief 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your Wite's Hand? 

Oth. I gave her ſuch a one; twas my firſt Gift. 
 Fago. I knew not that; but ſuch a Handkerchief, 
I am ſure it was your Wite's, did I to Day 

_ G 2 . 


Ses 
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See Caſſio wipe bis Beard with. | | 
Oth. If it be that © 3 
Jago. If jt be that, or any, if *twas hers, © 
It ſpeaks àgainſt her with the other Proofs. - | 
Stb. O that the Slave had*forty thodſand Lives! 
One is too , too weak for my Reyenge. 
Nowy do I ſee tis true. Look here; Jago, b 
All my fond Lore thus do! blow to Heav n. Tis gane; ] 
Ariſe back Vengeance from the hollow Hell, 98 
Vield up, O Love, thy Crown and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous Hate. Swell Boſom with thy fraught, 
For tis of Aſpicks Tongues. Saad 
Fago. Yet be content. E 1 nen 
| Oth. O Blood; Blood, Blood %% q. 
0 Jago. Patience I ſay; your Mind may change. 
Oth. Never, Jago. Like to the Ponvick Sea, 
Whoſe Icy Current, and compulſive Courſe, | 
Ne'er feels retiring Ebb, but keeps due on - 94 ( 
To the Propontieł, and the Helleſpont : | 7 \ 
Even ſo my bloody Thoughts, with violent pace 


Shall n&er look back, ne er ebb to humble Love, P 
Till that a capable and wide Revenge | 
Swallow them up. Now by yond marble Heay'n, I 
In the due reyerence of a ſacred Vow, [He kneels. 
I here-engage my Words 7 
Fago. Do not riſe yet: 2 [ Jago kneels, 


Witneſs you ever-burning Lights above, 
You Elements that clip us round about, | 
Witneſs that here Jago doth give up | li 
The Execution of his Wit, Hands, Heart, | 
To wrong d Othells's Service. Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 5 
What bloody buſineſs ever. | 
Oth. | greet thy Love, 
Not with vain Thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the Inſtant” put thee tot: pe 
Within theſe three Days let m: hear thee ſay, 
That Caffio's not alive. *. L 
Jago. My Friend is dead; e 
:Tis done at your requeſt. Put let ber live. 


thi , by 
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Oth. Damn her, lewd Minx! O damn her, damn her! 
Come go with me apart, I will withdraw TE 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift means of Death 
Far the fair Devil. Now art thou my Lieutenant. 
Fago. 1 am your own for ever. Exeunt. 
| Enter Deſdemona, Amilia, and Clown. 
; Deſ Do you know, Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caſio 

es? . 
© ink: I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Deſ. Why Man? * | 

Clown. He's a Soldier; and for me to ſay a Soldier lies, | 
*ris ſtabbing. | | | | | | 

Deſ. Go to; where lodges he? | | 

Glown. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you -0 
where I lie. 2 | . 

Def. Can any thing be made of this? 

Clown. I know not where he lodges, and for me to 
deviſe a Lodging, and ſay he lyes here, or he lyes there, 
were to lie in mine own, Throat. 5 
Def. Can you enquire him out? and be edified by re- 


Clows. I will Catechize the World for him, that is, 
make Queſtions, and by them Anſwer. 
Def. Seek him, bid him come hither ; tell him, I have 
mov'd my Lord on his behalf, and hope all will be well. 
Clown. To do this, is within the Compaſs of Man's Wit, 
and therefore I will attempt the doing of it. [Exit Clown. 
; Def. Where ſhould I loſe the Handkerchief, mi- 
Emil. I know not, Madam. 
Def. Believe me, I had rather have loſt my Purſe 
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my noble Moor 
Is true of Mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſa, 
As jealous Creatures are, it were enough ; 
To put him to ill thinking. | 
mil. Is he not jealous? | — Yor 
Deſ. Who he? I think the Sun where he was bern 
Drew all ſuch Humours from him. | 
Emil, Look where he comes. | 
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' Def. 1 will not leave him now, till Caſſo be 
Call'd to him, How ist with you, my Lord? 
| Enter Othello, 


ot. Well, my good Lady. Oh hardneſs to difſemble ! 


How do you, De 1 
Deſ. Well, my good Lord. NIN ” 1 
' Oth. Give me your Hand; this Hand is moiſt, my Lady: 
Def. It hath felt no Age, nor known no Sorrow. 
Orth. This argues Fruitfulneſs, and liberal Heart: 
Hot, hot, and moiſt. this Hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from Liberty, Faſting and Prayer, 
Much Caſtigation, Exerciſe devout, | 
For here's a young and ſweating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels: *Tis a good Hand, 
A frank one, | | 
Def. You may, indeed, ſay ſo; - 
For *twas that Hand that gave away my Heart. | 


$1 1 10 


oOtb. A liberal Hand. The Hearts of old, gave Hande; 


But our new Heraldry is Hands, not Hearts. 


Def. 1 cannot ſpeak of this; come, now your Promiſe. 


Oth. What promiſe, Chuck?! 

' Def. I have ſent to bid Caſſs come ſpeak with you. 
| Orb. I have a ſalt and ſorry Rheum offends me; 
Lend me thy Handkerchief, | 

Def. Here, my Lord. 
Oh. That which I gave you. 

Def. J have it not about me. 

Orb, Not? —— 

De No indeed, my Lord. 

Orth. That's a fault. That Handkerchief -- 

Did an Æhſtian to my Mother give; © 
She was a Charmer, and could almoſt read 


The Thoughts of People. She told her, while ſhe kept it, 


Twould make her amiable, ſubdue my Father 
Intirely to her Love; but if ſheloſt it, 

Or made a Gift of it, my Father's Eye . 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits ſhould hunt 
After many Fancies. She, dying, gave it me, 
And bid me, when my Fate would have me wiv'd, 
To give it her, I did fo, and take heed on't; | 


Make 


2 
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Make it 2 Darling, like your precious Eye; 
To looſet, to vive t — * were ſuch Perdition, 
As nothing elſe could match. | 
Deſ Isr poſſible? 
. 'Tis true; there's Magick i in the web of i it 3. 
A 95 that had numbred in the World 
The Sun to courſe two hundred Compaſſes, 
In her prophetiek Fury ſow'd the work: 
The Worms were hallowed, that did breed the Silks, - 
And it was dy d in Mummey, which the skilful 
Conſerv'd of Maidens Hearts. 
Def. Indeed! is't true! 
Oth, Moſt veritable, therefore look tot well. 


Deſ. Then would ta Heav'n, that T had never ſeen t. 


Oth. Ha? Wherefbre? 

Def. Why do you ſpeak fa ſtartingly, and raſh? 

Oth. Is't loſt? is'r gone? Nah is t out rp eg 
Def. — us! — | 

Oh. Say you? 

Def. It is not loft; but what and if it were? 

Oh. How? 

Def. 1 ſay it is not loſt. 

Orth. Fetch'r, let me ſee't. | 

Deſ. Why ſo I can, Sir, but I will not now : 
This is a trick to put me from my Suit, 
Pray you let Caſſio be receiv'd again. 


Oth. Fetch me the Handkerchief——my Mind. miſ-- 


gi ves 


De Come, come; youll never meet a more ſufficient 


Man. 
Orth. The Handkerchief —— 
Deſ. A Man that all his time 
Hath founded his * Fortunes on your Love; 
Shar'd Dangers wit 7 
Oth. The Handkerchief —— 
Deſ. lnſooth you are to blame. 


Oth. Away. [Exit Othello. 


Emil. Is not this Man jealous! 
Def. I never ſaw this = wa 
3 
4 
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1 am moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. 
mil. Tis not a Year or two ſhews us a Man: 
They are but Stomachs, and we all but Food, 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch us. 
Enter Jigs, and Caſſio. þ 
Look you, Caſſis. and my Husband. 
Jago. There is no other way, tis ſhe muſt do t; 
And lo the Happineſs; go and importune her. 
Def. * good Caſſio, what's the News with 
ou? | \ 
Caf. Madam, my former Suit. 1 do beſcech you, 
That by your virtuous Means, I may again 
Exiſt, and be a Member of his Love, 
Whom I, with all the Office of my Heart 
Intirely honour. 1 would nor be delay'd; 
If my Offence be of ſuch. mortal kind, 
That not my Service paſt, not preſent Sorrows, 
Nor 1 0 s'd Merit in Futurity, 
Can ranſom me into his Love again; 
But to know ſo, muſt be my Benefit; 
So ſhall I cloath me in a forc'd content, 
And ſhut my ſelf up in ſome other Courſe, 
Le Fortunes Alms. 
Def. Alas! thrice gentle Cuſſo, 
My Advocation is not now in tune; 
My Lord, is net my Lord; nor ſhould I know him, 
Were he in Favour, as in Humour alter c. 
So help me every Spirit ſanctified, 5 
As I have Goked for you all my beſt, 
And ſtood within the blank of his Diſpleafore, It 
For my free Speech. You muſt a while be patient; | 
What I can de, I will: and more I will 
Than for my ſelf I dare. Let that ſuffice you. 
Fago. Is my Lord angry? 0 
Emil. He went hence but nor; | 
And certainly in ſtrange unquietneſs. NAN 
Fago. Can he be angry? I have ſeen the Cannon, In 
When it hath-blown his Ranks into the Air, 
'Apd like the Deyil from: his "ey Arm | E 
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Puft his own Brother; avis he vigiy? e l | 
Something of Moment then; I will-go meet him, 5 | 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. Exit. | 

Def I prethee do ſo. Something ſure of State, & 
Either from Vemee, ar ſome unhatch'd Practice, | 
Made demonſtrable here in Cyprus, to him, 24 | 
Hath pudled his clear Spirit; and in fuch Cafes, | | 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferior things, | 
Tho' great ones are their Obje&. *Tis even fo, © | 
For let our Finger ake, and it endues | | 
Our other healthful Members, even to a Senſe | 
Of Pain, Nay, we muſt think Men are not Gods, 1 
Nor of them look for ſuch Obſervance always, | | 
As fits the bridal. Beſhrew me much, Emilia, | 
1 was, unhandfome Warrior as I am, — | | 
Arrainging his Unkindneſs with my Soul; | 
But = I find, 1 had ſuborn d the Witneſs, | 
And he's indited falſely... © 7 | 

mil. Pray Heav'n it be | 
State-matters, as you think, and no Conception, - 
Nor jealous Toy concerning you, | 

Def. Alas-the-day, I never gave him Cauſe. . 

Emil. But jealous Souls will not be anſwer'd ſo; 
They are not ever jealous for the Cauſe, 
But jealous, for they're-jealous, It is a Monſter _ 
Begot upon it ſelf, born on it ſelf. _ | 

Def. Heav'n keep the Monſter from Othello's Mind. 

Emil. Lady, Amen. e Bt 

Def. I will go ſeek him. Caſſo, walk hereabout; 
If I do find him fit, Ill move your Suit, © 


* 


And ſeek to effect it to my uttermaſt. [Ex#, 
Caf. T humbly thank your Ladyſhip. | 4 


Bilan. Save you, Friend Cao. 
Caſ. What makes you from home? 
How is it with you, my meſt fair Bianca? 
Indeed, ſweet Love, I was-Epming to your Houſe. 
Bian. And I was going te your Lodging, Caſio? | 

What? keep a Week away? Seven Days and Nights? 
Eightſcore eight Hours? and4oves abſent Hours 

mo G5 More 


E | 
254% Orksrro, the! 
More tedious than the Dial, Ae DOA. jr 
Oh weary reck ni bh [ WOO 
- , Caf. Pardon me, Biancs: 
I have this while with leaden Thoughts been preſt, 


But I ſhall in a more continuate time : 
Strike off this Score of Abſence. Sweet Bianca, 


1 | 


[Giving her Deſdemona's lande, chef 


Take me this work our. . | 
Bian. Oh Caſſo, whence came this? 

This is ſome Token from a newer Friend; 

To the felt-abſence, now I feel a Cauſe: 

Ist come to this? Well, well. jt 
| Caſ. Go to, Woman; 

Throw your vile Gueſſes in the Devil's Teeth, / 
From whence you have them, You are jealous now 
That this is from ſome Miſtreſs, "me 99 
No. in good troth, Bianca. N 

Bian. Why, whoſe is it? 

Caf. I know not neither ; I found it in my Chamber 
I like the Work well; ere it be demanded, 

As like enough it will I would have it ccpied 
Take it, and do't, and leave me for this time. 

Bian. Leave you? wherefove ? 

| Caf. I do attend here on the General, 
'And think it no Addition, nor my Wiſh 
To have him ſee me Woman d. 

Bian. Why, TN you? | 

Caf. Not that 1 love you not. 

Bian. But that you Fo not loye me; 

I pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And ſay, if I ſhall fee you ſoon at Night ? 

Caf. "Tis but a little way that I can' bring you, | 

For 1 attend here. But I'll fee you ſoon. 


Bia. 'Tis very e I mult be circum nc L. 


* 


; 
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They have it very oft, that have it net, 
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SCENE A Room of Stare. 
; Enter Othello, and Jago. * 
Tags Ill you think ſo? ._- 

W work Think fo, Jago? | | 
Fago. What, to kiſs in private? * 2 | 
Orth An unauthoriz'd Kiſs? _ | | 
Jago. Or to be naked with her Friend in Bed, 

An Hour or more, not meaning any harm ? 

Oth. Naked in Bed, Fago, and not mean harm? 
It is Hypocriſie againſt the Devil: | 
They that mean virtuouſly, and yet do ſo, '. 
The“ Devil their Virtue tempts, and they tempt Heav'n, 

Jago. If they do nothing, tis a venial flip: 

But if I give my Wife a Handkereliief—— | 

— 2 4 h d, and bei bw 

ags; Why then, tis her's, my Lor n 
S may, I think, beſtow't on any Man. a 
Oth, She is Protectreſs of her Honour too; 


May ſne give that? 
Fago. Her Honour is an Eſſence that's not. ſcen, 


— 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


But for the Handkerchief — . 
Orb. By Heav'n I would moſt gladly have ddt itz 
Thou ſaidſt, Oh, it comes o'er my Memory, 
As doth the Raven o'er the infectious Houſe, 
Boading to all, he had my Handkerchief. | 
8 0, Ay, what of that? 
. 
What i A nim do y ou wr of 
Or 12. him ſay, as Knaves be ſuch abroad, N weer, 
Who having by their own importunare Suit, 
Or voluntary dotage of ſome Miſtreſs, 
Convinced or — * them, cannot chuſe 
But they muſt bla 
0th, Hath he faid any thing? 


% 
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"Fags. He hath, my Lord; but be you well aſſur d, 
No more than he'll unſwear. 

Oth. What hath he ſaid? _ 

Fago. Why, that he did I know not what he did 

Oth. What? what? 

Lye —— 
4 With her? | 
Fago. With her? on her what you will — | 
Ot. Lye with her! 25 on her! * fay, * on her, 

when they be-lye her. Lye with her! that's fulſom : Hand- 
kerchief Confeſſions Handkerchief . -to confeſs, 
and be hang'd for his Labour — Firſt, to be hang d, and 
then to Confeſs---I tremble at it Nature would net inveſt 
ber ſelf in ſuch ſhadowing Paſſion, without ſome inſtructi- 
on. It is no Words that ſhake me Noſes, 
Ears and Lips —  ist poſſible! —— Confeſs! _—— 
Handkerchief O Devil— [Falls i in a Trance, 

Fugo. Work on, | 
My Medicine works; thus credulous Fools are exupht; | 
And many worthy, and chaſt Dames even thus * 
All guiltleſs meet reproach; what hoa! my Lord! 
My Lord, I fay, Othello. 

: Enter TR 


How now, Caſſo? 
Caſ. What's the matter! 
Fago. My Lord is faln into an kplepde, 
That is the ſecond Fit; he had one Yeſterday... 
| Cafe, Rub him about the Temples. 
Jago, The Lethargy mult have his quiet ente; 
If. not, he foams at Mouth, and by ad by 
Breaks out to ſavage Madneſs; look, he e, | 
Da; you withdraw your {elf a little While, 
Ke will recover ſtraight; when he is gone, 
I would on great Occaſion ſpeak with yu. [Exit cake | 
How: is it, General? Have you not hurt Jour. f 5 
Oth, Doſt thou mock me? | 
Fago., I mock you not, by Heav'n; | 
Would you would bear your Fortune like a Man- 
Oth. A horned Man's a Monſter and a Beaſt. 
Jus. There's many a Beaft then in a Populons dy 
* | | And: 


— 
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And many a civil Monſter, . 
Oth. Did he confeſs it ? 97: 1 
Faso. Good Sir, be a Man: | 
Think every bearded Fellows that's but yoak'd 
May draw with you. There's Millions now alive, 
That nightly lye in thoſe unproper Beds, | 
Which they dare ſwear peculiar. Your Cauſe is better. 
Oh, *tis the ſpight of Hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, | 
To lip a Wanton in a ſecure Couch; 
And to ſuppoſe her chaſt. No, let me know,, _ | 
And knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſhall be. | 
Oth. Oh, thou art wiſe; tis certain. 
Fago. Stand you a while apart, 
Confine your ſelf but in a patient Lift. 2 
Whilſt you were here, o'er-whelmed with your Grief 
(A Paſſion moſt reſulting ſuch a Man); | 
Caſſio came hither. - I ſhifted him away, | 
And laid good Scuſes on your Extaſie, RE - 
Bad him anon return, and here ſpeak with me, 
The which he promis d. Do but encave your ſelf, 
And mark the Fleers, the Gibes and notable Scorns, 
That dwell in every Region of his Face. 
For I will make him tell the Tale anew; : 
Where, how, how oft, how long apo, and when-: 2 
He hath, and is again to cope your Wife. 
I fay, but mark his Geſture. Marry Patience, 
Or I ſhall fay yare all in all in Spleen, © 
And nothing of a Man. | * ** 
. Oth. Doſt thou hear, Fago, 
I] will be found moſt cunning in my Patience; 
But, doſt thou hear, moſt bloody, 
Jago. That's not amiſs; 5 
But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw. 
Now will I queſtion Caſſo of Biane , © 2 
A Huſſviſe, that by felling her Deſites.. 


„ — 


Buys her ſelf Bread and Cloth. It is a Creature 
That dotes on Caffio, as tis the Strumpet's plague 
To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one; _ 
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He, when he hears of her, cannot reſtrain La. 
From the exceſs of Laughter. Here he comes. 
Euter Caſſio. | 
As he ſhall ſmile, Ozbello ſhall go mad; 
And his unbookiſh jealouſie muſt conſtrue, 
Poor Cafſv's Smiles, Geſtures and light Behaviours 
Quite in the wrong. How do you, Lieutenant? 
Caſ. The worſer, that you gave me the Addition, 
Whoſe want even kills me, 5 
Jago. Ply Deſiemona well, and you are ſure on t: | 
Now; if this Sute lay in Biancas Dower, [Speaking lower. 
Ho quickly ſhould you ſpeed? 
8 on: Alas, poor Caitiff. 
Look how he laughs already. \ 
Jags I never knew a Woman love Man lo. LP 
Alas, poor Rogue, I think indeed ſhe loves me. 
. Now he denies. it faintly, and laughs it out. 
1 — Do you hear, Car | Ag 1 
Oeßh. Now he importunes. him ern 
To tell it oer: Go to, well faid, well ſaid. 
Jago. She giveg it out, that e ber. 
Do you intend it? 
Caf. Ha, ha, ha. | 
. Oth. Do ye triumph, Rowan? do you-triumph? | 
Caf. | marry !—= What? a Cuſtomer; prithee bear 
Some Charity to my Wit, "66 not think it F od ? 
So unwholſome. Ha, ha, ha , Rain 
Oth. So, lo: they laugh that win. 
Fase. Why, the cry goes, that you ſhall marry ks 
_ Caf. Prithee ſay true. 
_ - Fago. I am a — Villain elſe. 
Oth. Have you ſcoar'd me? well. 
' Caf. This is the Monkey's own giving out: 
She id perſwaded I will marry her, 
Out of her own Love and Flattery, not out of my 1 
Oth. Tage beckons me: Now be begins the Story. 
Caf. She, was here even now; ſhe baunts me in every 
„ place. I was the other Day taſking on the Sea Bank with 
certain Venetians, and thither comes the Bauble, and falls 


e thus about my Neck—— 
@h, 


— ——— - - ᷑ͥꝓꝙ w j -- 


* 


* 
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imports it. 
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anl. Crying, oh dear Caſſis, as it were: His Geſture 


Caf. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me, 


So ſhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha 


Oth. Now he tells how ſhe pluckt him to my Cham- 
ber: Oh, I ſee that Noſe of yours, but not that Dog I 
ſhall throw it tg. | 

Cas. Well, I muſt leave her Company. 


Fage. Before me; look where ſhe comes. 


: Cal. "Tis ſuch ences Fetchew ! marry, a perfum'd one: 


What do you mean by this haunting of me? 


Bian. Let the Devil and his Damn haunt you; what did 


you mean by that ſame Handkerchief ycu gave me even 


now? I was a fine Fool to take it: 1 muſt take out the 


work ? A likely piece of work, that you ſhould find it in 


our Chamber, and know not who left it there. This is 
me Minxe's Token, and ] muſt take out the Work? 
There, give it your Hobbey-Horſe: Whereſoever you had 
it, I'll take out no work on't. 
Caſ. How now, my {ſweet Bianca? 


How now? How now ? 


Oth, By Heav'n, that ſhould be my Handkerchief. - 
Dian. If you'll: come to Supper to Night, you may; 
if you will not, come when you are next W 

Fago. After her, after her. | | | 

Caf. I muſt, ſhe'll rail in the Streets elſe. 

Fago. Will you Sup there? _ 

Caſ. Yes, I intend fo. 

Fage. Well, I may chance to fee you; for I would 

Eaſ. Prithee come, will you? 

fa Go to, ſay no more. WY 

4 How ſhall I murther him, Fago?f - 
Fago. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his Vice? 
Orth. Oh, Fago! —— 

Fago And did you ſee the Handkerchief? 
Qth, Was that mine? 


* 
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And then of {© gentle a Condition! — bots 


10. Yours; by this-Hand: And to ſee how he prizes 
— fooliſh Weman your Wife——She gave, it him, and 
he hath given it his Whore. © 
Oth. I would have him nine Years a killing :- 
A'fine Woman! a fair Woman! a ſweet 9 Foo 
Jago. Nay, you muſt forget that. | 
Orth. Ay, let her rot and periſh, and be darn fo Night; p 
for ſhe ſhall not ly e. No, my Heart is turn'd to Stone: 
I ſtrike it, and it hurts my Hand. Oh, the World hath 
not a ſweeter Creature—— She might he by an Empe- | 
-= Side, and command him Tasks. 
ago. Noy, that's not your way; 
of Hang her, I do but ſay what the is ſo deli- 
cate with her Needle — An "dmirable Muſician. Oh, 
ſhe will fing the Savageneſs out of a Bear: Or ſo high : 2 
enteous Wit, and Invention 
Fag. She's the worſe for all this. | 
Orh. Oh, a thouſand, a thouſand times: 


4 


% 


Fago. Ay, too gentle. 
Oth. Nay, that's certan. 


But yet the pity of it, Jago——Oh, Fass, the pity of it, 


Fago —— 
ago, If you are fo fond over ber Iniquity, her 

= to offend; for if it wech not bu. Coles 
0 
Oth. 7 will chop her into Meſſes: Cuckold me! P 
Fago. Oh ttis foul in ber. e 

Oth. With mine Officer? 

Fago. That's fouler, 

Ob. Get me ſome Poiſon, Jago, this | Night Fr not 
expoſtulate with her, leſt her Body and her Beauty un- 


pr rige my Mind again: This Night, Jago. 
Do it not with Poiſon; ſtrangle her in her he: 
Even the Bed ſhe hath covramiinated. — 
Orh. Good. good: "41467600," aa Bra 
The Juſtice of it leaſes; very good. 
Jago And for Caſfis, let me be his Undertaker: 


Tou ſhall hear more by Midnight, 


1 


— 
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Enter Lodovico, Deſdemona, and Attendants. 
Oth. Excellent good — what Trumpet is that fame?” 
Fago. I warrant ſomething from Venice. 
Tis Lodovico, this comes from the Duke. 
See. your Wife's with him. 
Rod. Save you, worthy General, 
Oth. With all my Heart, Sir. 
Tod. The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you. - 
[Groves him. 4 Letter. 
Oth. I kiſs the Inſtrument of their Pleaſures. 
Deſ. And what's the News, good Couſin Lodovico ? 
Jago. I am very glad to ſee you, Signior. 
Welcome to . 
Lod. I than how does Lieutenant Caf? 
Jago. Lives, Sir. 
Deſ. Couſin, there's fal'n between him and my Lord 
An unkind Breach : ry} ans | 
Oth. Are you ſure of | 


a 


2 My Lord. © | | 
. This fail you not to ds, us as you will — 
2 He did not call; he's buſie in the Paper. 8 


Is there diviſion twixt my Lord and Cafſio? 
Deſ. A moſt unhappy one; I would do much 
Tatone them, for the Love I bear to Caſſiv. 
St. Fire and Brimſtone! 
My Lord. 
% = you wiſe ? 
Def. What, is he angry? 
Tod. May be the Letter moy'd him, 
For as I think they do command him home, 
Deputing Caſſio in his Government. 
Deſ. Truſt me, I am glad on't. 
Oih. Indeed! 
Deſ. My Lord! 1 
Oth. 1 * glad to ſee you mad. 1 
Deſ. Why, ſweet Othello? | | | 
Ot. Devil! 
Deſ. 1 have not deſery'd this. 
Led. My Lord, this would not be believ'd in Venices M 
Though 1 ſhould ſwear I favs. "Tis very much, | 
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Make her amends, ſhe weeps. 

Oth. Oh Devil, Devil! | 8 
If that the Earth could teem with Woman's Tears, 


Each Drop ſhe falls would prove a Crocodile: 
Out of my Sight Ne 


- Def. 1 will not ſtay to offend you. (Going, | 


Lod Truly obedient Lady: | 
I do beſeech your Lordſhip call her back. 

Orch. Miſtrels, © 

Def. My Lord. 0 | 

Oth. What would you with her, Sir? 

Led. Who I, my Lord? _ | 

Orth. I! you did wiſh that I would make her turn: 
Sir, ſhe can turn and turn, and yet go on, 42 
And turn again. And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep. 
And ſhe's Obedient: As you ſay ient. 
Very Obedient—— proceed you in your Tears —= 
Concerning this, Sir— oh well painted Paſſion! —— 


I I am commanded Home get —_ nay; Wk 


Ill ſend for you anon—— Sir, I obey the 
And will return to Venice — Hence, avant! — [Ex.Deſ. 
Cafſio ſhall have my place. And, Sir, to Night 
TI m_ that we may Sup together. 
ou are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus ; 
Goats and Monkies ! * [Exit, 
Lod. Is this the Noble Moor, whom our full Senat 


 - Call all in all ſufficient? Is this the Nature 


| Whom Paſſion could not ſhake ? Whoſe ſolid Virtue 
The Shot of Accident, nor Dart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce? 
Fago. He is much chang d. 
Load. Art his Wits ſafe? Is he not of light Brain? 
Jago. He's that he is; I may not breath my Cenſure. 
What he might be, if what he might he is not, 
. I would to Heav'n he were. 
Lod. What, ſtrike his Wife! 


Jago. Faith that was not ſo well; yet would I knew 


That ſtroke would prove the worſt. 
Lgd. Is it his uſe? | | 
Or did the Letters work upon his Blood 


And 


— 
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And new create his Fault? 
Fago. Alas, alas! 1 
It is not honeſty ia me to ſpeak . | 
What I have ſeen and known. You ſhall obſerve him, 
And his own Courſes will denote him fo, 
That I may fave my Speech; do but go after, 


And mark how he continues, 4 

Led. I am ſorry that I am deceiv d in him. ¶ Exeunt. 
SCENE II. An Apartment. 
Enter Othello and Amilia. | 

Oth. You have ſeen nothing then? | | 
mil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did ſuſpeR. | | 
Oth. Yes, you have ſeen Caffio and ſhe together. | 
Emil. But then I ſaw no harm; and then I heard 

Each Syllable that breath made up between them. 

Orth. What? Did they never whiſper? 
Emil. Never, my Lord. | | 
Oth. Nor ſend you out o'th' way? | | | 
mil. Never. © 
Och. To fetch her Fan, her Gloves, her Mask, nor nothing? 
mil. Never, my Lord. | 
Oth, That's ſtrange! - - 
mil. I durſt, my Lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt, 

Lay down my Soul at Stake; if you think other, 

Remove your thought, it doth abuſe your Boſom. 

If any Wretch hath put this in your Head, 

Let Heavn requite it with the Serpent's Curſe, 

For if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſt and true, | 

There's no Man happy, the pureſt of their Wives, 


— — 


Is foul as Slander. 
Oth, Bid her come hither, go; [Exit Emilia. 
She ſays enough; yet ſhe's a fimple Bawd | 


That cannot ſay as much. This is a ſubtle Whore, 
A Cloſſet- lock and Key of villanous Secrets;  _ 
And yet fhe'll kneel, and pray; I have ſeen her do't. 
” Enter —— and Emilia. 
Deſ. My Lord, what is your Will? 
Och. Pray you, Chuck, come hither, 
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Deſ. What is your Pleaſure ? 1 
Oth. Let me ſee your Eyes; look in my Face. 
— What horrible Fancy's this?? ; 
Oth. Some of your Function, Miſtreſs, _ 
Leave Procreants alone, and ſhut-the Door, 
- Cough, or cry hem, if any body come, WAS Ts Þ 
Your Myſtery, your Myſtery ; nay diſpatch, _ Exit Emil. ( 
Deſ. Upon my Knee; what doth your import? 
I underſtand a Fury in your Words. 
Oth. Why? What art thou? |. ' © r 
Deſ. Your Wife, my Lord; your true and loyal Wife. 
Orch. Come ſwear it; damn thy ſelf, being like one 
Of Heav'n, the Devils themſelves ſhould fear to ſeize thee. 
Therefore be double damn d; ſwear thou art honeſt. 
Deſ. Heay'n doth truly know it. 4 
Oth. Heav'n truly knows, 
That thou art falſe as Hell. | 
Deſ. To whom, my Lord? Fa 
With whom? How am I falſe? | n 
Oth. Ah, Deſdemon, away, away, away — 
Def; Alas the heavy day! Why do you werp?ꝰ? 
Am I the. Motive of theſe Tears, my Lord? 
If happily you my Father do ſuſpect, | 
An Inſtrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your Blame on me; if you have loſt him 
Why I have loſt him too. W ft 2 
Oth. Had it pleas'd Heav'n, e 
To try me with Affliction, had he rainde 
All kind of Sores, and Shames on my bare Head, 
Steep'd me in Poverty to the very Lips. 
Given to Captivity me and my utmoſt Hopes; 
I. ſhould have found in ſome place of my Soul 
A drop of Patience. But alas, to make me 
A fixed Figure for the Hand of Scorn 
To point his flow and moving Finger at—— 
Yet could I bear that too, well, very well: 
But there where I have garner'd up my Heart, - 
Where either I muſt live, or bear no Life, 
The Fountain from the which my, Current runs, 
Qr.elſe dries up, to be diſcarded thence; . 
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Or keep it as a Ciſtern, for foul Toadss | 
To knot and gender in. Turn thy Complexion there, 
Patience, thou young.and. raſe-hpp'd Cherubin, 
I here look grim as Hell. 

Def. I hope my noble Lord eſteems me Honeſt. 

Oth. O ay, as Summer-Flies are in the Shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. Oh thou Weed! 
Who art ſo lovely, fair, and frnell'ſt fo ſweet, | 
That the Senſe akes at thee; | | 
Wouldſt thou dſt never been born! 8 \ 

Deſ. Alas, what ignorant Sin have I committed? 

Oth. Was this fair Paper, this moſt goodly Book, 
Made to write Whore upon? What committed, 

Committed? Oh, thou publick Commoner, 
I ſhould make very Forges of my Cheeks, 
That would to Cynders burn up Modeſty, 
Did but I ſpeak thy Deeds. What, committed? 
Heay'n ſtops the Noſe at it, and the Moon winks; 
The bawdy Wind, that kiſſes all it meets, * 
Is huſn'd within the hollow Mine of Earth 
And will not heart. What, committed? 

Deſ. By Heav'n, you do me Wrong. 

Oth. Are not you a Strumpet? | 

Def. No, as I am a Chriſtian, 

If to preſerve this Veſſel for my Lord, 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be, not to be a-Strumpet, I am none. 

© Oth. What, not a Whore? | 

Deſ. No, as I ſhall be ſav d. 

Oth. Is't poſſible? | 

Deſ. Oh Heay'n forgive us. 

Oth. I cry you Mercy, then. 

I took you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. You, Miſtreſs, 
| . f Enter Emilia. 
That have the Office oppoſite to Saint Peter, | 
And keep the Gate of Hell. You, you! Ay you! : 
We have done eur. Courſe, there's Mony tor your Pains ; 


1 pray you, turn the Key, and keep our Counſel. [Exir. 
3 1 nil. 
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Emil. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceive ? 

How do you, Madam? How de you, my good Lady? 
Def. Faith, half aſleep. 

ZEmil. Good Madam, what's the matter with my Lord? 

Deſ. With whom? 

mil. Why, with my Lord, Madam? 

Deſ. Who 1s thy Lord? 

Emil. He wat is jours, ſweet Lady. 

Def. I have none, do not talk to me, Emilia, 

I cannot weep; nor Anſwers have I none, 

155 9 5 ſhould go by Water. Prethee to Night, 

Bed my wedding Sheets, remember, 

A call E. Husband hither. 7 
mil. Here's a c e. 
Def. Tis meet I ſhould be us d ſo, very meet: 

How have I been behay'd, that he might tick © 

The ſmall'f . on my leaſt miſuſe? | 

| Jago and Æmilia. | 

Jago What is 11 ous Nair. Madam? 

How is't with you! | 
Def. J cannot tell; thoſe that do teach your Babes, | 

Do it with gentle Means, and eaſie Tasks; - 

He might have chid me ſo: For in good Faith, 

Tam a Child to chiding. i 
Jago. What's the Matter, Lady? 

mil. Alas, Jago, my Lord bath ſo bewhor'd her, 
Thrown ſuch deſpight, and heavy Terms upon her, | 
That true Hearts cannot bear it. 

Def; Am 1 that Name, 7a ? 

Fase. What Name, fair Lady? 

Def. Such as ſhe ſaid my Lord did lay I was. 

Emil. He call'd her Whore; a a Beggs ar, in his Drink, 

Could not have laid ſuch Terms upon his Callet, 
Fago. Why did he ſo? 

Def. I do not know; I am ſure 1 am none ſuch, 

Jago. Do not weep, do not weep; alas the Day! 

Emil. Hath ſhe forſook ſo many noble Matches? 
Her Father? And her Country? And her Friends? 
To be call d Whore? Would it not make one 1 

De. It is my wretched Fortune. 

Jags 
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What ſhall I do to win my Lord again? 
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Jago. Beſhrew him for't; how comes this trick upon 


3 (Aa 
Def. Nay, Heav'n doth know. 

mil. 1 will be hang'd if ſome eternal Villian, 3 
Some buſie and inſinuating Rogue, | 


Some cogging, cozening Slave, to get ſome Office, 
Has not devis'd this Slander: I will be hang'd elſe. 


ago. Vie, there is no ſuch Man; it is impoſſible, 
. If any ſuch there be, Heav'n pardon hi Mok 
mil. A Halter pardon him, and Hell gnaw his Bones: 


| Why fhould he call her Whore? Who keeps her Com- 


ny? 
What Place? what Time? what Form? what Likely- 
? : 
The Moor's abus'd by ſome moſt villanous Knave, 
Some baſe notorious Knave, ſome ſcurvy Fellow. 
O Heav'n, that ſuch Companions thoud'ſt unfold, 
And put in every honeſt Hand a Whip, 
To laſh the Raſcal naked through the World, 
Even from the Eaſt to th' Weft. 

Jago. Speak within Door. | NS 
Emil. Oh fie upon them! Some ſuch Squire he was 
That turn'd your Wit, the ſeamy fide without, 
And made you to ſuſpe& me with the Moor. 

Jago. You are a Fool; go to. 

Def. Alas, Jago. ' * 
Good Friend, go to him; for by this light of Heavn. 
I know not how | loſt him. Here I kneel; ¶ Kneeling, 


If Cer my Will did treſpaſs gainſt his Love, 


Either in Diſcourſe of Thought, or actual Deed, 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Ears, or any Senſe 
Delighted them on any other Form; 

Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 

And ever will, though he do ſhake me off 

Te beggarly Divorcement, love him dearly, - 
Comfort forſwear me. Unkindneſs may do much, 
And his Unkindneſs may defeat my Life, | 
But never taint my Love. I cannot fay Whore, 

It do's abhor me now I ſpeak the Word, 
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To do the Act, that might the Addition earn, 
Not the World's Maſs of Vanity could make me. 

Jago. I pray you be content; tis but his Humour; 
"The Bufineſs of the State do's him SENS: vx 
Deſ If *twere no other. 

40. It is but ſo, I warrant, | 

Hark how theſe Inftruments fomnion to oper Trumpet 
The Meſſenger of Venice ſtays the Meat; | 
* in, and weep not; all things ſnall be well. 


Exeunt Deſdemona and Emilige 
utter Rodorigo. | 
"How now, Rodorigo ? 
Rod. I de not find 4 


That thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. £4.54 
ago.” What in the contrary? 

Rod. Every day thou doft'ſt me with fome device, Fago, 
and rather, as it ſeems to me now, keep'ſt from me all 
Conveniency, than ſupplieſt me wich the leaſt Advantage 
of Hope; I will indeed no longer endure it. Nor am 1 
yet perſwaded to put up in Peace, what N 1 have 
f ſuffer'd. 8 

e Will you hear me, Rodrigo * 2 

Rod. I have heard too much; and your Words and Per- 
formances are no kin together. 

ago. You charge me moſt unjuſtly. 

Rod. With nought but Truth: I have waſted my ſelf 
out of my means. 'The Jewels you have had from me 
to deliver Deſdemona, would half have corrupted a Votariſt. 
'You have told me ſhe hath receiv'd them, and * 
me Expectations and Comforts of ſudden Reſpect, and 
3 but 1 find none. 

Fago. Well, go to; very well. | 
; Rod. Very well, go to; I cannot go to, Man, nor 'tis 
not very well; nay, ] chink it is (curvy; and begin to find 

my ſelf fob d in it. 
Faso. Very well. | 

Rod, I tell you, tis not very well; 1 will make my ff 
known to Deſdemona. If ſhe-will return me my Jewels, I 
wi l give over my Suit, and repent my unlawful Solicitation. 
If not, aſſure your ſelf, I will ſeek Satisfaction of 75 

ago. 


| 
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ago. You have ſaid now. 
Rod. Ay. and ſaid noching but what 1 proteſt intend- 
3 of doing 
'now 1 ſee there's Mettle.in thee; and even 
rens this Aalen do I build on thee a better Opinion than 
ever before; give me thy Hand, Rodorigo, thou haſt taken 
| me a moſt juſt Rxce * 
It moſt — in in thy Affair. 
Nod. It hath not appear d. | 
Seen I grant indeed it hath not 80 and your 
| icion is not without Wit and Judgment, But, Redorigo, 
if if ch haſt that in thee indeed, which I have greater reaion 
to believe now than ever (I mean, Purpoſe, Courage, and 
Valour) this Night ſhew it. If thou the next Nie t fol- 


— enjoy not Deſdemona, take me from this World wich 


ery, and dey 2 Engines for my Life. 
Il id Well; what is it? Is it within Reaſon and Com- 


1 vie Sir, there is eſpecial Commiſſion come from 4 
nice to depute Caſſio in Othellos place. 


turn again to Venice. 

'» Fago. Oh no; he goes into Mauritania, and taketh 
away with him the fair Deſdemona, unleſs his abode be 
lingred here by ſome accident. Wherein none can be ſo 

* determinate, as the removing of — | 
Rod. How do.you mean — him? f 


1 Fag. Why, by making him unca le of Othello“ place; 


21 | knocking our bis Brains. 
1d Rod. 17 that you would have me to do. 
Jago. Ay, if you dare do your ſelf a profit, and a right, 
He ſups 5 with a Harlotr ry and thither will 1 
him. He knows not yetof his hononrable Fortune; i — 
ind will watch his going thence (which I will faſhion to fall 
out between twelve and one) you may take him at your 


Pleaſure. I will be near to — your Attempt, and he 


ſhall fall between us. Come, ſtand not ama d at it, but 


* o along with me; Iwill ſhew you ſuch a neceflity in his 
35. th, that you high ape your — to put it on 

him. It; is now high ſupper- time; and the Ni ws 
17 to waſte. About it, 2 * 


%% Vol. VII. 1 7 


Rad. 1s that true? Why then Ochello and Deſdemona re- | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Rod I will hear further reaſon for this. 


| Fago. And you ſhall be ſatisfied. | [Exeunt. 

- "Enter Othello, Lodovico, Deſdemona, Emilia, and 

{als 6 Aenne. . 

Lad. I do beſeech you, Sir, trouble your {elf no further! 

Ot. Oh pardon; twill do me good to walk. ; 
Lod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank your Ladyſhip. 4 
Deſ. Your Honour is moſt welcome. i 

Ot. Will you walk, Sir: Oh Deſdemona!—— 


-Deſ. My Lord. | 8 
Oil. Get you to Bed on th' Inſtant, I will be return d * 
forthwith; diſmiſs your Attendant there; look': be done. 
Deſ. I will, my Lord. , a b | S1 
ZEmil. How goesit now? he looks gentler than he did 4 
Deſ. He ſays he will return incontinent. Si 
And hath commanded me to go to Bed, | 11 
And bid me to diſmiſs you. 8 St 
Emil. Diſmiſs me? 5 L. 
De, It was his bidding; therefore, good Æmilia, N 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu. 
We muſt not now diſpleaſe him. 
mil. 1 wn =» hg age never {een him. 7 
| So would not I; my Love doth fo approve him: 
There his Stubborneſs, bis Checks, his — _ So 
(Prethee unpin me) have grace and favour in them. Do 
- ZEmil. 1 baye laid thoſe Shzers you bad me on the Bed. ;, 
Def. All's one; good Father! how fooliſh are our ] 
Minds? | { | 2 Do 
If I do die before thee, prethee ſhroud me Th: 
If one of theſe ſame Sheets. | In | 
Emil. Come, come; you talk. 2 
De My Mother had a Maid call'd Barbara, I 
She was in love; and he ſhe lov'd prov'd mad, £ 
Aud did forſake her. She had a Song of Willow, 2 
- An old thing twas, but it expreſs'd her Fortune, 1 
And ſhe dy d finging it. That Song to Night Im 
Z Nr WR 
- But to go hang my Head all at one fide 4 
And ſing it like poor Barbara; prethee diſpatch, It is 


Emil. 


— — — — — — — — 


nil. 


Wot to Paleſtine for à touch of his nether Lip. 


Her Haudox her Bofom, her Hend on ber Knee, 
Sing Willow, Willow, Willow . 
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mil. Shall I go ferch your Night-gown? 
Def. No, me here ; 
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This Ladovice is a proper Man. 


mil. A very handſem Man. 
Deſ. He ſpeaks well. | | 
* in Venice would have walk'd bare- 


mil. I know 2 L 


Deſ. The PE Soul yu Singing, by a Sycamore Tree. 
Singing! 
Sing al, a green Willow: 


The freſh Streams ran by har, and mummur d ber Mans, 
Sing Wilbw, &c. 


. Her fait Tears fell her, and ſofmed the Stones; 
Sing Willow, &c. mm (Lady by theſe.) : 
Wulow, Willow, e high ous he'll come anon) 


Sing all a — mnſt be my 
Let no body blame him, tas Soorn 2 * 
Nay that 8 = ner — n who is't chat knocks? 
Def. 7 call dug Love falſe Love; 1 be | 
Sing Willow &c. 
If I comrt more Women, you'll conch with more Alen. 
So get thee gone, good night; mine Eyes do irch, y 
Doth that bead weeping ? 
Emil. Tis neither here nor there. 
Def. I have heard it aid ſo; © theſe Men, theſe Mer 
Doſt thou in Conſcience think, tell me Emilia, 


That there be women do abule their Husbands, 
In ſuch groſs kind? 


Emil. There be ſome ſuch, no Queſtion, | 

Deſ. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the World? 
mil. Why, would not you? | 

Def. No, by this Heav'nly Light. 

Anil. Nor I aeither; by "this Heavnly Light, 


1 might do't as well i' th? dark. 


Deſ. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the 9 
Amil. The World's a huge thing; 


It is a great price, for a ſmall Vice. 
H 2 Def 


—_—_ — ——ũä—ỹä  —— -- 


- 
EY n: ð ͤ ü — —— —— . — — 
— — :.ñ.5; ——  — 


| 
| 
| 


the whole World; why, who would not make her Huſ- 
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Deſ. In troth I tine thou would't not. BNA 

mil. In troth I think I ſhould, and undo't when 1 
had done. Marry, I would not do ſuch a thing for a joint 
Ring, nor for Meaſures of Lawn, nor for Gowns, Petti- 
coats, nor Caps; nor any petty Exhibition. But for all 


band a Cuckold, to make him a Monarch? I ſhould ven- 


ture Purgatory fort. {ſe 7 
De Beſhrew me, if I would do ſuch a Wrong | 
For the whole World. men 1e V 
Emil Why, the-wreng is but a wrong ith*'World;. and Q 
having the World for your Labour, 'tis a wrong in your Ie 
own” World, and you might quickly-make it right. A 
Deſ. I do not think there is any ſuch Woman. 05 
mil. Yes, a dozen; and as many to th' vantage, as 
would ſtore the World they plaid for. | | 
But I do think it is their Husbands Faults. _ A! 
If Wives do fall: Say, that they ſlack their Duties, 1. 
And pour our Treaſures into foreign Laps; 2 
Or elſe break out in peeviſh Jealouſies, Ar 
Throwing reſtraint on us; or ſay they ſtrike us, Or 
Vr ſcant our former having in deſpight; YEA" « Ev 
Why we have Galls; and though we have ſome Grace, He 
Yet have, we ſome Revenge. Let Husbands know, Of 
Their Wives have Senſe. like them; they ſee and ſmell, As 
And have their Palats both for ſweet and ſower, It 1 
As Husbands have. What is it that they do, He 
When they change us for others? ls it ſport? Th: 
I think it is; and doth Affection breed it? Ma 
I think it, doth: Ist frailty that thus errs? No, 
It is ſo too. And have not we Affections? 1 


Deſires for ſport? and Frailty as Men have? 

Then let them uſe us well; elſe let them know, 

The Ills we do, their Ills inſtru us to. 
Def. Good Night; good Night; Heav n me ſuch uſes ſend, 

Not to pick bad from bad; but my bad, mend. ¶ Exeunt. 


© * * 


e 


» 
. 
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ACT v. SCENE 
S.CENE the Street. 


— 
* 


* Enter Jago and Rodotigo. 


7E. Rand behind this Bulk. Straight will be- 


come: 

Wear thy good Rapier bare, and put it home; 

Quick, 4 fear — Ul be at thy Elbow, 

Is makes us, 'or it mars us,- think on that, 

And fix moſt firm thy Reſolution,” - 7 +, 
Nad. Be near at Hand, I may miſcarry in t. 
71 Here, at thy Hand; behold, and take thy ſtand. 
Rod. 1 have no great Devotion to the Deed, 

And yet he hath given me ſatisfying Reaſons; - 

'Tis but a Man gone, Forth my Sword; he dies. 
Fago. I have rub'd this young 8933 to the Senſe, 

And he grows Angry. Now, whether he kill Caſio, 

Or Caſſio him, or each do kill the other, * 

Every way makes my Gain. Live Rodorigo, C 

He calls me to a Reſtitution large 

Of Gold, and Jewels, that 1 bob'd from him, 

As Gifts to De/demona. 

It muſt not be. If Cafſo do remain, 

He hath a daily Beauty 1 in his Life, 

That makes me ugly; and befides the Moor 

May unfold me to bim; there ſtand I in much Peril; 

No, he muſt die. But ſo, I hear him coming. [Exit jago. 

Enter Caſſio. 
Rod. I know his Gate; tis he: Villain thou dyeſt- 
- [He runs at Caſſio, and wounds him. 
Caſ. That Thruſt had been mine Enemy indeed, 


But that my Cort is better — 
will make proof of thine. 


— Oh, I am ſlain, * [ Fight, and { both fall 
I am maim'd for ever; | | -\ 


. Murther, Murther! 
E Bus 
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* 

oil The Eu N e. above at 4 ye =P 

. Me Q 0 S W 

Rod. O Villain LETT whe 

Ot. It is even. ſo. 

Caf. Oh help ho! Light! & Surgeon —£. 

Oth, Tis he! O brave ago, honeſt and juſt, 
That haft ſuch noble Senfe of thy Friend's Wrong, 
Thor teacheft me. | Minion, your Dear lies dad, 
And your unbleſt Fare highes ” — I come: 
For off my Heart, th 1 Eyes, are blotted. 
Thy Bed EAA, n with Lat Blood to fponics. 


_ Othello. 
Eurer Lodevies and Gratiano. | 
k 2 K hot No Watch ? No NN — 


Gra. 'Ti me Miſehance, the Voice ee dirchul. | 

Caſ. Oh help! 

Lod. Hark! | *- 

Rod. Oh wretehed- Villain? 

Lod.' Two or three groan; Tis * Nighr;- 
Theſe may be Counterfeits: Lot's think/c ondate 
To come into the Cry, without more 

Rod. No body come: "Then! fhall ] bleed to death. 

Enter Jago, in his Shirt. 


Lod. Hark. 
Gra. Here's one comes in bis 1 with Þ Lt, ad 
Weapons. 

Fago. Who's there 
| Whole Noiſe is this that cries out Murther? | blotou t 
ö 11 We do not knoß, oo toms! 

Jago. Do not you hear a Cry? 

Caf. Here; here: For Hew'n Auen, 
Fugo. What's the matter? 

Gra, This is Oubelles Ancient, as I take it. 

Led. The fame indeed, a very vahant Bellow,” 
: A, — are 1 here, that cry fo grievouſly? 

am — andoge oP I Vilas | 

9 me 12 — | 

Fago. O me, Lieutenant! 


What Villains have done this? 


ca 


"+ > = 
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Caf. I think that one of them is hereabout, hrs 


And cannot make away. 


Jago. Oh treacherous Villains! 
What are you there? Come in, and give ſome help. 
Rod. © help me there. 
Caſ. That's one of them. 
Fago. Oh murd'rous Slave! O villain! [Jago abs im 
O damn'd Jag o O inhuman way 
Tate. Kill Men i' th dark? Where theſe bloody 
Thieves! 
How filent is this Town? Ho, Murther! Murther! 
What may you be! Are you of Good or Evil? 
— As you ſhall prove us, praiſe us. 
4 _— Lodovicv. 


Fags. Lery you mercy! here's Cf bas by wh. 
Gra. Caſio? 

Jago. How is't Brother? 
Ca. M Leg is cut in two. 

Fago. Marry Heav'n forbid: 
Light Gentlemen, I'll bind it with my Shirt. 


Bian. What is the Matter hoa? Who is't that cry'd# | 
Jago Who is't that c — 


Bian. Oh my dear ; 

My ſweet Caſio: Oh Cafſio, Caſto. Caſſio. 
ago. O notablo Strumpet. Caſio, may you * 

Who they ſhould be, — thus mangled you? 

Caf. No. 

Grw. lam ſorry to find you thus: 
1 have been to ſeek you. 

Jago. Lend —— $0——Oh for a Chair 
To bear him eafily hence. 

Bian. Alas he faints. Oh Caffio, Caso, ca. 
Jago. Gentlemen all, I do ſuſpect this * Traſk 
To be a Party in this-lajury. | 1 
Patience a while, good Caf, come, come: | 

Lend me a Light: Know we this Face, or no? 


Alas, my Friend, and my dear Coun Ware 
Rodorigo No: Helios _ e | * 


: * 2 = 
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Gra, What, of Venice? «iba 

Jago. Even he, Sir: did you know him? 

Gra. Know him? Ah! 

Fago. Signior Gratiano? I cry your gentle Pardon: 
Theſe bloody Accidents muſt excuſe my Manners, | 
'That Ben neglectcd 41 | » 

Gra. I am glad to ſee you. | 

Fago. How do you, Caſio? Oh a Chair, a Chair. f 

Gra. Rodorigo? 

Jago. He, he, tis he: Oh that's well ſaid, the Chair. 
Some good: Man bear him carefully from hence, 

Il fetch the General's Surgeon. For you, Miſtreſs, 

Save you your Labour. He that lyes chin here, Caſſio, 

Was my dear Friend. What Malice was between . 
C None in the World; nor do 1 know the 
Jago. What, look you pale? Oh bear bim out © "thi Air: 

Stay you good 'Gentſemen. Lhok you pale, Miſtreſs? | 

De you perceive the Gaſtneſs of her Eye? [To Bianca, 

Nay, if- you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon. ok Sa 

_ Behold, her well, I pray you look upon her, , 

Do you ſee, Gentlemen ?-Nay Suiltineſs will n 

Though Tongues were out of uſe. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil. Alas, what is the Matter? - 

What is the Matter, Husband ? © 
Jago. Cafio bath here been ſet on in the Dark 

By Rodovigo, and Fellows that are ſcapd - 

He's almoſt ſlain, and Rodorigo quite dead, © | 
Emil. Alas, good Gentleman! Alas, good Caſſio! - 
Jago. This is the fruits of whoring. - Prithee mii, 

Go know of Caſſio vvhere he ſupt to Night, . 49 | 

What, do = ſhake at that? | 
75 t at my Heuſe, but I therefore hake not. 

Jago. Ge 1 charge you go with me. 

Emil. Oh fie upon thee, Strum We 

Bian. I am no Strumpet, but Liſe as honeſt, 

As you that thus abuſe me. | 
Emil. As I? „ er _ is Caſts dreft.. 

go. Kind Gentlemen, go ſee poor 

Cine Miſtreſs, you muſt tells another Tale. 


— 
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Emilia, run you to the Cittadel, | 

And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath hap'd: 

Will you go on afore? this js the Night 

That either makes me, or ee quite. ¶ Excum:. 


SCENE u. 4 Bea chamber: Deſdemona i: 
diſcover er'd aſleep in ber Bed. 


| Enter Othello, 


Oth. It is the Cauſe, it is the Cauſe, my Soul, 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Stars, 
It is the Cauſe, Let Il no not ſhed her Blood, 
Nor ſcar that whiter Skin of hers than Snow, 
And ſmooth as Monumental Alablaſter: 
Yet ſhe muſt die, elſe ſhe'll betray more Men: 
Put out the Light, and then put ouf 4% Light, 
If I quench thee. thou flaming Miniſter, 
I can again thy former Light reſtore, 
Should I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 
Thou cunning'ft Pattern of excelling Nature,. 
I know not where is that Promethean Heat 
That can thy Light re-lumine.. 
When I have pluck'd thy Roſe, 
I cannot give it vital Growth again. 
It needs muſt wither. 11] ſmell thee on the Tree; ¶ X eng her. 
O balmy Breath, that doſt almoſt perſwade 
uſtiee bo break her Sword. Oe u more, one more; 
thus when thou art dead, and T will kill thee, 
And love thee after. One more, and that's the ft, 
So ſweet, was ne'er ſo fatal. I muſt weep, 
But they are cruel Tears: This Sorrow's heav'nly, 
It ſtrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. | 
De: Who's there, Othello? wot 
Oth. Ay, Deſdemona. 
on WII you come to Bed, my Lord? 
Haye you pray to Night, Deſdenona? | 
Def. Ay, my Lor 
Orb. If you bethink your ſelf of any Crime 


- Unreconcil'd as yet to Heav'n, and Grace, 
4 £4 Solicit 


„* 
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Solicie far | fraig ht. 705 | Hut KN. 
bar may pow mean tler 
eee 
1 


unprepared 2 
No, Heav'ns fore» 


Def. T0 you of killing? Meath 
8 „Ido. 
5 41 Heav'n have Mercy on me. 
Amen, with all my Heart. 
94. If you ay ſo, I hope you will not Kill me. 
Oth. Hum. 
Deſ. And yet I fear you: For you're fatal then, 
When your Eyes row! fo. 
Why I ſhould fear I know not, | 
Since Guiltineſs I know not: But yet I feet fear. 
Oth. Think on thy Sins. 
De They are Loves I bear to you. | 
Oth, * wor fot that thou dy t. 
Deſ. That Death's unnatural, that kills for Loving: 
Alas, why gnaw you ſo your Nether-li 
Some bloody Paſſion ſhakes i op ver ide 
Theſe are 2 But yet 4 hope, 
They do not point on me. 2 
Ot. Peace, and be ſtill. 
Def J will ſo: What's the matter? 
| That Handkerchief 
which 1 ſo lov'd, and gave thee, thou pager Caſts 
| Def. No by my Life and Soul: Send for the Man, 
And ask him. 
Och, Sweet Soul, take heed, take heed of Perjury, 
Thou art on thy Death-bed. 
Def. Ay, but not yet to die. 
Oth. Preſently . 
Therefore — 2 thee freely of thy Sin: 
For to deny each Article with Oath, 
Cannot remove, a ER the trong Conception 


| That I do Thou art to die, 
3 Deſ. O 765 vn 121 

| 
| 


| 
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Def. And have you Mercy too; I never did 
Offend you in my Life; never lov d ga. 
But with ſuch general warantry of Heav'n, 

As I might love. I never gave him Token. . 
th. By Heav'n I ſaw my Handkerchief in's Hand, 
O perjur'd Woman! thou doſt ſtone my Heart, 

And makeſt me call, what 1 intend to do, 

A Murther, which I thought a Sacrifice. 

I ſaw the Handkerchief. | 
Def. He found it then : 

J never gave it him; ſend for hin; hither, 

Let him confeſs a Truth. | 
Oth. He hath confeſt. | | 
De/. What, my Lord? | | 4 
Oth. That he hath us'd the. ge 
Deſ. How? unlawfully? 

Oth. Ay.. | 

Deſ. He will not ſay ſo. 

Oth. No, his Mouth is ſtopp'd; 

Honeſt Jago hath ta en Order for't. 2 
Def. 2 = ex on What, is he dead? 
Oh, Ha is Hairs been Lives, my great Revenge 

Had Stomach for them all. ag, 1 
Deſ. Alas, he is betray d, and I undone; 

- Oth, Out Strumpet! weep'ſt thou for him to my Face: 

. Def. O baniſh me, my Lord, but kill me not. 

Oth. Down, Strumpet. | | 

2 Kill me to Morrow, let me live to Night. 

Oth, Nay, if you ſtrive. IP 

Def. But half an Hour | 

Oth. Being done, there is no Pauſe. 

Deſ. But rh ſay one Prayer —— LN 

Oth. It is too late. [Attempts to ſmother her; 

Emilia at the Door. - | 35 

Emil. My Lord, my Lord! What hoa! 

My Lord, my Lord! : 

Oi. What Noiſe is this? not dead? not yet quite dead? 

J that am cruel, am yet merciful, 


1 would not have thee linger in thy Paig, 
So, lo. . 
Emil; 


| 
| 
| 
{ 
| 
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Emil. within] What hoa! my Lord, my Lord! 
Oth. Who's there? 
Emil. Oh, my good Lord, I would ſpeak a Word 
with qu. 
Orh: Yes tis Emilia —— by and by— ſhe's s dead, 
"Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeak of Caſſos Death; - 
The Noiſe was high. Ha, no more moving? | 
Still as the Grave. Shall ſhe come in? wer't good? 
I think ſhe ſtirs again No what's beſt to do? 
If; ſhe come in, ſhe'll ſure ſpeak to my Wife; 
My Wife! my Wife! what Wife? I have no Wife. 
Oh inſupportable! Oh heavy Hour! 
Methinks it ſhould be now a huge Eclipſe 
Of Sun and Moon, and that th' — Globe 
Should yawyn at Alteration 
mil. 1 do beſeech you © 
That I may ſpeak with you. Oh, good my wen 
Oth. I had forgot thee; Ob. come in, Amilia, 
Soft, by and by, let me the Curtains draw. 


Where art thou? what's the matter with thee now? 


Enter Emilia. 


sil. Ob. wy good Lord, yonder's foul Murthers. 


done. 
Oth. What? nowy? x 
mil. But now; my Lord. 
Orth. lt is the very Bea of the Moon... 
She comes more nearer Earth than ſhe Was wont. 


And makes Men mad. 


Emil. Caſſa, my Lord, bath kild + 
A young Venetian, ,call'd Rodorigo. 
Orth. Rogorigo kill'd ? and Calf kill'd? 


of Emil, No, Gaſſio is not kill'd. - 


'Orh. Not Caffio Kill'd ? Then "and out of eune, . 


And ſweet Revenge grows 


Def., O falſely, falſely mu . F 

mil. Alas! what cry is that? 

ore That what ? 

Em, Out, ang alas, that was my Lady's voce, 
Help! belp boa help! Oh Lady ſpeak again, 
n Deſdemona, ob ſweet Miel, ſpeak. 


Del... 
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Def. A puiltieſs Death 1 die. ; 
mil. Oh who hath done this:Deed? 
Deſ. No body, I wh ſelf, farewel; 

i 


Commend me to my kind Lord; oh farewell. [Die, 
Oth. . Why, how ſhould he be Murder'd? ? 
mil. Alas!. who knows? 

Oth. You hear her fay her ſelf, it was not l. 
er She — ſo, I muſt needs report the Truth. 
Oth. She's like a Liar to buraing Hell, 

"T'was I that kill'd her. ws 

a_— Oh the, more Angel ſhe, and you the blacker 
v 
Otb. She turn'd to Folly, and ſhe was a Whore, 
Emil. Thou Joſt bely her, and thou art a Devil, 

Orth. She was falſe as Water. 
Emil. Thou art rafh as Fire, to ſay 
That ſhe was falſe, Oh ſhe was heav'nly true. 
Oibh. Caſſis did top her; ask thy Husband elſe, 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in Helt, - 
But that I did proceed upon juſt Grounds 
To this Extremity. Thy Husbgnd knew it all. 
Emil. My Husband! 

Oth. Thy Husband. 
Amil That ſhe was falſe to Wedlock ? - 
Ob. Ay, with Caſſo: Had ſhe been true, 

If Heav'n would make me ſuch another World, 

Of one entire and perfect Chrytolite, . | | 

1'd not have ſold her for it. 

Emil. My Husband ? 

Oth. Ay, twas he that told me 6rft; 
Arr honeſt Man he is, and hates the Slime 
That fticks on filthy Deeds. 

mil. My Husband ?-* 

Ot. What needs this Iterance, Woman? 

I fay thy Husband. 

En Oh Miſtreſs! Vilany bas made mocks with 
ve. 


My Husband fay ſhe was falſe? 
Oth. He, Woman; | | 
1k thy Husband ; do ſt underſtand the Word? 
My 


” 
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My Friend. * Husband, heneſt, honeſt Jago. 


mil. If he ſay ſo may bis pernicious Soul 
Rot half a grain a 4 lies to th' Heart, 
0 


1 * 
— 


. She was too fond moſt filthy Bargain. 
Oth. Hah? 


mil. Do thy worſt: { 
This Deed of * is no more worthy Heavy „ 


+ Than thou waſt worthy her. 


Oth. Peace, you were beſt. | 
Emil. Thou haſt not half that Power to do me harm- 
As I have to be hurt: Oh Gull! oh Dolt! 
As ignorant as Dirt; thou haſt done a Deed —— 
I care not for thy Sword, I'll make thee known, 
Though I loſt — Lires Help! help! hoa! help? 
The Moor hath kill 4 my Miſtreſs. Murther, murther! 
Enter Montano, Gratiano, and ago. 
Mon. What is the matter? How now, General? 
mil. Oh, are you come, Jago! You have done well, 
That Men muſt lay their Murthers on your Neck, 
Gra. What is the Matter? 
mil. Diſprove this Villain, if thou be 'ſt a Man, 
He ſays thou toldſt him that his Wife was falſe: 
I knew thou didſt not, thou'rt not ſuch a Villain. 
Speak, for my Heart is full. 
Fago. I told him what 1 chought; and told no more 
T Fon. what he found himſelf was apt and true. 
Emil. But did you ever tell him, ſhe was falſe? 
Fago. I did. 
| Emil. You told a Lie, an odious damned Lie: 
Upon my Soul a Lie; a wicked Lie. 
She falſe with Caſio? did you ſay with Caſio? 
Jago. With Caſſo, Miſtreſs; go to, charm your Tongue: 
Emil. 1 _ not charm my Tongue; I am bound 
to {| | 
M Miftrets here lies murdered in her Bed, 
All, Oh Heav'us forefend! | | 
mil. And your Reports have ſet the Murther on. 
Orb. Nay, ſtare not, Maſters, it is true a. | 
Gra. Tis a ſtrange Truth, 
Mom. Oh monſtrous Act. 


Emil 
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Emil. Villany ! Villany! Villany! 8 
I think upon't— } think I ſme lt O Villany! 
thought e then; I'll kill my ſelf for Grief, 
OVilany, inn r 
17 What, are you mad? I charge you get you | 
me. 


Emil. Good Gentlemen let me have leave to ſpeak; 
"Tis proper 1 obey him, but not now:  _ | 
Perchance, Jago, 1 will n&er go home. 
Oo. Obt ob! ob! 3.7% 
Ny. lay thee down and roar: 
For thou haſt kill'd the ſweeteſt Innocent, 
That ere did lift up Eye. 
- Ok, Oh the was foul! 
I ſcarce did know you, Uncle; there lyes your Neice, 
Whoſe Breath indeed, theſe Hands have newly ſtop'd; 
I know this Act ſhews horrible and grim, 

Gra. Poor Deſdemona! I am glad thy Father's dead, 
Thy Match was mortal to him; and pure Grief 
Shore his old thread in twain, Did he live now, 

This Sight would make him do a deſperate Turn; 
Yea, curſe his better Angel from his Side, 
And fall to Reprobation. 

Oth. Tis pitiful, but yet Fago knows, 

That ſhe with Caſio hath the act of Shame 
A thouſand times committed. Caſſio conteſt it, 
And ſhe did gratifie his amerous Works, 

With that Recognizauce and Pledge of Love, 
Which 1 firſt gave her; I ſaw it in his Hand 
It was an Handkerchief, an antick Token 

My Father gare my Mother. 

mil. Oh Heav'n! O beav'nly Powers! 

Fago. Come, hold Our peace. 

mil. Twill out, twill out I peace! 

No, 1 will ſpeak as liberal as the North, 
Let Heay'ny and Men, and Devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry Shame againſt me, yet I'll ſpeak, 
| Fago. Be wile and get you home. 
mil. I will not. Jago offers to ſtab his Wife, 
Gra. Fic, your Sword upon a Woman? 


- 


— 
* 
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Anil. Oh, thou dull Moor, 
That Handkerchief thou ſpeak ſt . 
I found by Fortune, and did give my Husband; 
For often, with a ſolemn Earneſtneſs, | 
More than indeed belong'd to ſuch a Trifle, 
He begg'd of me to ſteal it. 
Jago. Villanous Whore! : . 
mil. She give it Cafe ? Alas I found it, 
And 1 did give t my Husband. 
Fago. Filth, thou. lieſt. e 
mil. By Heav'n 1 do not, I do not, Gentlemen: 
Oh murd'rous Coxcomb, what ſhould: fuch a Fool 
Do with ſo good a Wife? 


; 
1 


lago breaks through and wounds his Wife, then runs out. 


Orth. Are there no Stones in Heav'in, 
But what ſerve for the Thunder? precious Villain! 
Gra. The Woman falls; ſure he hath kill'd hs Wife. 
mil. Ay, ay; Oh lay me by my Miſtreſs fide. 
Gra. He's gone, but his Wife's kill d. 
Mon. Tis a notorious Villain; take you this Weapon, 
Which I have recover'd from the Moor: 
Come, guard the Door without, let him not paſs, 
But kill him rather; II after that ſame Villain, 
For tis a damned Slave. [Exit, 
Oth. I am-not valiant neither; 
But every Funy Whipfter gets my Sword, 
But why ſhould Honour-out-live Honeſty? 
Let it go all. 
Emil. What did thy Song boad; Lady? 
Hark, canſt thou hear me? I will play the Swan, - 
And die in Muſick; Willow, Willow, s 
Moor, ſhe was chaſt, the loy'd thee, cruel Moor, 
Se come my Soul to Bliſs, as I ſpeak true; 
So ſpeaking as 1 think, alas, I die. [Emilia Dies; 
Oth. I have another Weapon in this Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spain;- the Ice brooks Temper; 
Oh here it is: Uncle, I muſt come forth. | 
Gra, I thou attempt it, it, will coſt thee dear; 


Thou haſt no Weapon, and perforce mult ſuffer,- 
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Oth. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me, 
Or naked as I am I will aſſault thee. 

Gra. What is the Matter? 

Oth. Behold 1 have a Weapon: 
A better never did it ſelf ſuſtain pi 
oo a Soldier's Thigh. I have ſeen the Day, 
That with this little Arm, and this Sword, 

| I have made my way through more Impediments, 
Then twenty times your ſtop. But, oh vain Boaſt! 
Who can controul his Fate? Tis not ſo now. 
Be not afraid, though you do ſee me weapon dz 
Here is my Journey's end, here is my. Butt, 
And very Sea · mark of my utmoſt Sail. 
Do you go back diſmay d? Tis a loft Fear: 
Man but a Ruſh againſt Othello Breaſt, 
And he retires. Where fhould Othello go? 
Now — how doft thou look now? Oh ill- ſtar d 
Pale as thy Smock! When we fhall meet at Compt, 
This Look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heav'n; 
And Fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girl? 
Even like thy Chaſtity. O curſed,-curſed Slave!. 


Whip me, ye Devils, | 
of this heay'nly Sight; 


\ 
- 


Al 


From the Poſſeſſion 
Blow me about in Winds, and roaſt me in Sulphur, 
Waſh me in ſteep-down- Gulf of liquid Fire—— 
Oh Deſdemona! Dead, Dead, dead! Oh, oh! 
Enter Lodovico, Caſſio led in wounded; Montano, aud 
Jago Priſoner, with Officers. _ | 
Lod. Where is this raſh, and moſt unfortunate Man ?? 
Oh. That's he that was Othello: Here I am. | 
Lod. Where is that Viper? bring the Villain forth. - 
Oth. I look down towards his Feet; but that's a Fable. 
If that thou beeſt a Devil, 1 cannot kill thee. 
Othello 
Lod, Wrench his Sword from him. 
Fago. I bleed, Sir, but not kill'd. | 
Oth. I am not ſorry neither, I'd have thee live; 
For in my Senſe, *tis Happineſs to die. 
Led. O thou, Othello, that waſt once ſo good, 
Faln in the practice of a curſed Slave, 


Wench! 
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What ſhall be ſaid to thee? 
Oth. Why any thing; 
An — e Murtherer, if you will: l 
For nought I did i in Hate, but all in Honour. 
Lod. This Wretch hath part confeſt his Villany : 
Did - and he conſent in Cafſid's Death? 
Ozh. Ay. 
Caf. Dear General, I neyer gave you Cauſe. 
. Oth, I do believe it, and I ask your Pardon: 
Will you, I pray, demand that Demy-Devil, 
Why he hath thus enſnar d my Soul and Body. | 
. — Demand me nothing, what you know, you know z 
From this time forth 1 never will * word. 
Tod. What? not to pray 
Gra. Torments will ope your Lips. 
Oth. Well, thou doſt beſt 
Lod. Sir you fhall underſtand what bath befaln, 
Which'as I think, you know not; here is a Letter, 
Found in the Pocket of the ſlain Rodorigo, 
And here another, the one of them e 
The Death bf Caſſo, F 
Buy Rodorigs: 5 
Orb. O Villain! . | 
Caſ. Moſt heatheniſh' and moſt dot | 
Lod. Now, heie's another diſcontented Paper 
Found in his Pocket tob; and tits it ſee ma . 
— meant t have this ſent demand Villaia; | 
But that belike Zage in the interim 
Came in, and ſatisty d him. | 
dub. O thou pernicious Caitiff! 
How came you, Gaffio, by that Handkerchief 
That was my Wife's? 91 
Ca. J found it in my Chamber; | 
And he binoſel conſeſt it but even now, _ 
he dropt it for a ſpecial Purpoſe, „ 
Which wrought to his — 
Oth. O Fool, Fool, Foot! | 
Caſ. There is behdes, in Rederigo's Letter, 
How he upbraids age that he made him | 
Braye me * the 1 whercon it came 
( That 
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That I was caſt; and even he ſpake 
After long ſeeming dead, J hurt kim, 
Jago ſet him on. . 4 
Tod. You muſt forſake this Room, and go with us; 
Your Power and your Command is taken off, 
And Caſio rules in Cyprus. For this Slave, 98 
If there be any cunning-Cruelty, 3 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, 
It ſhalt be his. You ſhall cloſe Priſoner reft, 
Till that the Nature of your Fault be known 
To the Venetian State. Come, bring awüy. 
Ot. Soft you; a word or two before you go. 
I have done the State ſome Service, and os know?t j 
No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 
When you ſhall theſe unlucky Deeds relate, 
S of me, as I am. Nothing extenuate, 
or {et down ought in Malice. 
Then muſt you ſpeak, 
= one that lav'd. not wiſely, but too wells 
Of one, not eaſily Jealous, 5 being wrought, 
Perplex'd in the 2 of one. whoſe Hand, 
Like the baſe H threw! a Pearl avvay 
Richer than af his Tribe; af one; whoſe fubdu'd Eyes; 
Albeit unuſed co the racking Mood, 
Drop Tears as faſ® as the Hain Trees 
Their Medicinal Gum. St you down this, 
And ſay beſides, 8 
Where a Malignant, and a f. Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the State, 
I took by th' Throat the Circumciſed Dog, | 
And ſmote him, thus. [Stabs himſelf. 
Lod. Oh bloody Period! 
Gra. All that is ſpoke is marr'd, : 

Oth. ] kiſt thee, ere I kill'd thee! No way but this, 
Killing my ſelf, to die upon a Kils. Dies. 
Caſ. This did I fear, but thought he had no Weapon; 

For he was great of Heart. 
Lod. Oh Spartan Dog . 
More fell than Anguiſh, Hunger, or the Sea, 


Look 
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Look on the Tragick Ohe pale. pie, ©, 


This is thy work; the Object poiſons fight, 
Let it be, hid. Gratiano, keep the Houſe, 
And ſeize upon the Fortunes of-the Moor, 


For they ſuceeed to you. To yeu, Lord Governor; + 


Remains the Cenſure of this hellifh Villain: 
The Time, the Place, the Torture, oh inforce it. 
My ſelf ill ſtraight aboard, and to the State, 


This heavy Act, with heavy Heart, relate, — a 
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| M. Antony. n 4 1 © oP 2» 
ORavius Cæſar 


idus. 
Sex. Pompeius. 
— . 
Ventidius, 
nidius, 
Eros, 
Scarus, 
Decretas, 
Demetrius, 
Philo, 
Mecænas, a | 
rr, '& © x 99 
Dolabella, if | N 6 
*Proculeius, AN _ Friends 40 Cle. ; > 2 oh — 
Thidias, | | 
Gallus, 5 
Menecrates, 8 Friend; to Pompey. 
Varrius, | 
Alexas, . 
Mardian; 7% C Servants Cleopa tra. * © 
Diomedes, . ates * 233 
A Soothſayer. | | 2 
2 I 4 


Cleopatra, e of Egypt. 


Octavia. Siſter to Cæſat, and Wife to Antony; 
Charmian, 1 
T Lode attending wn Cleapatra: 


Iras, 


Ambaſſadors from Antony to Ceſar, Captains, Sol- 
diert, Meſſengers, and other Attendants. 


The SCE 1 hes i in v ſeveral Tags of the 


Antony and C copatra. 


AC TIL SCENE T 
S CE NE Alexandria in Egypt. 
5 Enter Demetrius and Philo. 


PHIL 9. 


A Y, but this Dotage of our General 
Oer- * the Meaſure; thoſe his good- 
Eyes 

That We the Files and Muſters of the 
War, 

Have glow'd like plated Mars, now 
bend, now turn | 

The Office md Devotion of their vie 

Upon a Tawny Front. His Captain's Heart, | 

Which in the ſcuffles of great Fights hath burſt . 

The Buckles on his Breaſt, reneges all Temper, 

And is become the Bellows and the Tan 

To cool a Gypſies Luſt. Look where they come! 


Enter Antony, and Cleopatra, her Ladies; the Train, with 
5 Eunuchs, farumg her. g 

Take but good Note, and you ſhall ſee him, 

The tripple Pillar of the World, trans form d 

Into a Sirumpet's Fool. Behold and ſee, 

Cleo, If it be Love indeed, tell mie how much? 
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e. There's beggary in the Love that can be reckon A 
- Cleo. I'll fet a bourn how far to be belov d. 

Ant. * needs * 
Earth. / 


| Enter 4 Meſſenger. 
"Me. News, my good Lord, from Nome. 
Ant. Rate me the Sum. 
Cleo. Nay, hear them Antony. 


i Fulvis perchance is angry; or who knows, 


If the carte · bearded Cefar have not ſent 
His powerful Mandate to you. Do this, ur K 
Take in that Kingdom, and infranchiſe that; 
Perform't, or elſe we damn thee. 

Ant. How, my Love? 

Cleo. Perchance, nay, and moſt like, - 
You muſt-not ſtay here longer, your Diſmiſſion 
Is come from Caſar, therefore it 22 0 
Where's Fulvia's Proceſs? Cæſars, I would fay, both? 
Call in the Meſſengers; as I am Zgypt's Queen, 
Thou bluſheſt Antony, and that Blood of thine 
Is Ceſar's Homager: Elſe ſo thy Checks pay Shame, 
: When ſhrill'd tongu d Fulvia ſcolds. The 

An. Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 


Of the rais d Empire fall; here is my Space, 


© Kingdoms are Clay; our dungy Earth alike 
Feeds Beaſt as Man; the Nobleneſs of Life © 
Is to do thus; when ſuch a mutual Pair, 
And ſuch a twain can dot; in which 1 bind. 


On Pain of Puniſhment, the World to weet 


We ſtand up Peerleſs. 1 
Cleo, Excellent Falſnood! 2 

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her? 

Fil ſeem the Fool I am not. Antony will be himſelf. 
Ant. But ſtirr'd by Cleopatra, 


Nou for the love of love, and his ſoft Hours, 


I Cleo. Hear the — 


Lets not confound the time with Conference harſn; 


There's not a Minute of our Lives ſnould ſtretch 
Without ſome Pleaſure now: What ſport to Night? 


4 Aut: 
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Ant. Fie wrangling Queen! 
Whom every thing: becomes, to chide t to ugh, 
To weep; whoſe every Paſſion fully irives® 
To make it ſelf in thee fair aud admir'd. NOT 
No Meſſenger but thine, and all alone, 201 Þ; 
To Night we'll wander through the Streets, and note 
The qualities of People. Come, my e 
1 elire it, Speak not to us. * 1 
©1.1  [Exennt with their Train. 
Dem. Is Ceſar with Antonius priz'd fo flight? h 
Phil. Sir, ſometimes when he is not Antony, | 
He comes too ſhort of that great Property” Py 
Which till ſhould go with Anrony. - ur . n 


1 


* 7 
8 
. 


* 
« # 
„ -* 
- 
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Dem. I am ful ke of] that he approves the common 
Liar, who thus { him at Rome; * 1 will hope of 


better Deeds to [xr el Reſt you happy. [Exente © 


Euter Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and a © 
| Soothſayer. nme 
ch L. Alexas, ſoyeet Alexas, moſt any thi Alexas, 


almoſt moſt abſolute Alexas, where's the Soo yer that 


u prais d to th Queen? Oh! that I knew i Huſ- 
band, which you fay, muſt a Horns with bay 
$, 


Alex. Soothſayer. 
- Sooth. Your Will? 
" Cher, Is this the Man? Is't you, Sir, that know things? 


Sooth. In Nature's infinite Beok of Secrecy, 2 lutle 1 | 


can read. 
Alex. Shew him your Hand. 
Eno. Bring in the Banquer quickly: Wine enorgh, 
Cleopatrg's Health to drink, 
Char, Good Sir, give me good Fortune, 
Sooth, I make not, but foreſee. ne 
Char. Pray then, foreſee me one. . 
Sooth. You ſhall be yet far r 5 
Char. He means — Fleſh. 2055 
Iras. No, you tha t when are 
Char. Wrinkles roy == 2 ws : 
Alex. Vex not his ane denen 4% [7 Tee 
. Char. Hu) 1 
VX. VII. 8 | So0th, 


Sooth. You ſhall be more beloving, than beloved. 
Char. I had rather ras Drinking. 
Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, ſome excellent Fortune. Lztmebb 
Married to three Kings in a. Forenoon, and Widow them 
all ne me have a Child at fifty, to whom Herod f Fewry 

do Homage. Find me to marry me with Ow 
call and Companion me with my 

. You ſhall out- live the Lady whom you ſerve. 

© Char. Oh excellent, I love long Life better than Figs. 

Sooth, You have ſeen and proved a fairer former Fortune, 

than that which is to approach. 
| Char. Then belike my Children ſhall have no Names ; 
Prithee how many Boys and Wenches muſt l have? 
Sooth. If every of your Wiſhes had a Womb, 
And foretel every Wiſh, a Million. 
Out Feol, 1 forgive thee for a Witch. | 
lex. You think none but your Hoop are privy to 
Wiſhes. 

Char. Nay come, tell Teas hers, 

Alex. We'll know all our Fortunes. 

o. Mine, and maſt of our Fortunes to night, fall be 
to go drunk to Bed. 

Iras. There's a Palm preſages Chaſtity, if nothing elſe. 

Char. Een as the o'erflowing Nylus preſageth Famine. 

. Iras; Go you wild Bedfellow, you cannot Soothſay. 

; Char. Nay, if an oily-Palm pe not a fruitful Prognoſti - 
eation, I cannot ſcratch mine Ear, * tell her __ a 
Workyday Fortune. 

Sooth. Yaur Fortunes are alike. | ; | 

Iras. But how, but how— give me ann 

Sooth, I have ſaid - 

Irgs. Am 1 not an inch of Fortune better than the? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of: Fortune better 
than I; where wauld,you chuſe it? | 
Va.. Not in my Husband's Neſe. 

Char. Our worler thoughts Heav'ns d. | 
Alex, Come, his Fortune, his. german Oh let bim 
Marry Woman that cannot fo weet Iſis, Ibeſeech thee, 
nd le her die too, and give a worle, and let woris 
| follow 
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follow worle, il the worſt af all follow him laughing to 
his Grave, Fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good Iſ, hear me tt 
Prayer, though thou deny me. a matter of more Weight; 


good Iſzs, I beſeech thee. 


Char. Amen, dear Goddeſs, hear that Prayer of the 
People. For, as it is a heart-breaking to ſee a handlome 
Man looſe-wiy'd, ſo it is a deadly Sorrow, to behold a foul 
Knave Uncuckolded; therefore dear 1/is, keep decorum, 
and Fortune him ing. tl | 
Alex. Lo now, if it lay in their Hands to make me 4 
Cuckold, they would make themſelves Whores, but they d 


FE. 
Enter Cleopatra. 
Eno. Huſh, here comes Antony, 
Cleo. Saw you my Lord? 
Eno. No, Lady. | 
Cleo. Was he not here? | 
Char. No, Madam. | nl 40 
Cleo. He was diſpos'd to Mirth, but on the ſudden 
A Roman Thought had ſtruck him. Enobarbus. 
Eno. Madam. 'Y An 
Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither; where's Alexas? 
Alex. Here at your Service, my Lord approaches. 
Enter Antony with @ Meſſenger and Attendants. | | 
Cleo. We will not look upon him; go with us. [Run 
Meſ. Fulvia thy Wife, firſt. came into the Fiel. 
Ant. Againſt my Brother Lucius? | | 
Meſ. Ay, but ſoon that War had end, and the times ſtate 
Made Friends of them, jointing their force gaiaſt Ceſar, 
Whole better [flue in the War of Italy, 
Upon the firſt encounter draye them. 
Ant. Well, what worſt? -- , * 
Meſ. The Nature of Bad News infeQs the Teller. 
An. When it concerus the Fool or Coward; on. 
Things that are paſt, are done, with me. Tis thus; 
Who tells me true, — in the Tale lye Death, 
J hear him as he flatter . 
MeV. Labienus, this is Riff News, 


1 
0 


12 


0 2 


Hath 
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Hath, —4 his Parthian Force, extended Aſia; 
From ates his conquering 

Banner ſhook, from 52 04. 

Aud to Ionia, whilt —— 

nt. Antony thou would ſt ay. 

N., Oh, my Lord. 

Ant. Speak is me home, mince not the general Tongue; 
—— Cleopatra as ſhe's call'd in Rome. | 
Rail thou in Fulvia's Phraſe, and taunt my Faults 
With ſuch full Licenſe, as both Truth and Malice 
Have Tower to utter. Oh then we bring forth Weeds, 
When. pur quick Winds lye ſtill, and our Ille told us 
Is as our Earing; fare thee well a while, 

Mef. At your noble Pleaſure. 

rt. From Scicion how the News? Speak there. 

Me. The Man from Scicion, is there uch an one? 
Attend. He ſtays upon your Will. Nes, 
Ant. Let him appear; 
Theſe ſtrong Ægyptian Fetters I muſt break, 
Or loſe my ſelf in Dotage. What are you? 
' Enter another Meſſenger with a Letter. 

2 Meſ, Fulvia thy Wife is dead. 

Ant. Where died ſhe? 

2 Mef, In Scicion her length of Sickneſs 
With-what elſe more ſerious, 
2 thee to know, this bears. 

"Apt. Forbear me. 

There's a great Spirit gone, thus did I defreit. 
What our Contempts do often hurl from us, 

We wiſh it ours again; the preſent” Pleaſure, 

By revolution 12 does become 

The oppoſite of it ſelf; ſhe's good being gone, 
"The Hand could. pluck her back, that ſhoy'd her on; 


1 muſt from this Ægyptian Queen break off. 
Ten thouſand harms, more than the ills'I know, 


My Idlegclsdoth hatch. How now Egobarbus? vn 
| - Enter Enobarbus. 
Eno. What's your-Pleafure, Sir? 
An. 1 muſt with haſte from hence. 
525 Why then we kill all our Women. We ſee — 
6: m 
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mortal an Unkindneſs is to them, if they ſuffer, our de- 
parture, Death's the word. | 2 

Ant. 1 muſt be gone. VE 

Eno. Under a compelling occaſion, let Women die. It 
were pity to caſt them away for nothing, though between 
them and a great cauſe, they ſhould be eſteem d nothing, 
Cleopatra catching but the leaſt noiſe of this dies inftant]y 
I have ſeen her die twenty times upon far poorer moment: 
I do think there is Mettle in Death, which commits ſome 
loving act upon her, ſhe hath ſuch a Celerity in Dying. 

Ant, She 1s cunning paſt Man's Thought. 

Eno. Alack, Sir, no, her Paſſions are made of nothing 
but the fineſt part of pure Love. We cannot call her Winds 
and Waters, Sighs and Tears: And yet they are greater 
Storms and Tempeſts than Almanacks can report. Thi 
cannot be cunning in her: if it be, ſhe makes a Show'r of 


Rain as well as Fove. 

Ant. Would 1 had never ſeen her. 

Eno. Oh Sir, you had then left unſeen a wonderful 
Piece of Work, which not to have been bleſt wWichal, 
would have diſcredited your Travel. | 
/ Ant. Fulvia is dead, * 

Eno. Sir! 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia? 

Ant. Dead. bh 

Eno. Why ew the Gods a thankful Sacrifice: when 
i: pleaſeth their Deities to take the Wife of a Man from 
him, it ſhews to Man the Tailors of the Earth: Comforting 
him therein, that when old Robes are worn out, there are 
Members to make new. If there were no more Women but 
Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, and the caſe were to be 
lamented: This Grief is crowned with Conſolation, your 
old Smock brings forth a new Petticoat, and indeed the 
Tears live in an Onion, that ſhould water this Sorrow. + 

Ant. The Buſineſs ſhe hath broach'd here in the State, 
Cannot endure my Abſence. | $4 
Eno. And the Bulineſs you have broach'd here cannot be 
without you, eſpecially that of Cleopatra's, which wholly 
depends on your d. 8 | 
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Ant. No more like Anſwers: Let our Officers 
Have notice what we purpoſe. I ſhall break 
The cauſe of our Expedience to the 9 8 
And get her Love to part. For not alone 
The Death of Falk ia, with more urgent touches 
Do ſtrongly ſpeak to us, but the Letters toe 
Of many our contriving Friends in Rome, 
Petition us at home. Sextus Pompeins 
Hath giv'n the Dare to Cæſar and commands 
The Empire of the Sea. Our lipp'ry People, 
Whoſe Love is never link'd to the Peſerver, 
Till his Deſerts are paſt, begin to throw | 
Pompey the Great, and all his Dignities, 
Upon his Son; who high in Name and Pow'r, 
Higher than both in Blood and Life, ſtand up 
For the main Soldier; Whoſe Quality going on. 
The ſides o'th' World may danger. Much is breeding, 
Which like the Courſer's Hair, Fath yet but Lite, | 
And not a Serpent's Poiſon. Say our Pleaſure, 
To ſuch whole place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence, | 
Eno. I ſhall do't. t —_ 
Euter Cleopatra, Charmian, Alexas, and Iras. 
Cleo. Where is he? | 
Char. I did not ſee him ſince. | 
Cleo. See where he is. who's with him, what he do's: 
1 did not fend you. If you find him ſad, 
Say I am dancing: if in Mirth, report 
That I am ſudden fick. Qiickly, and return. 
Char. Madam, methinks if you did love him dearly, | 
You do not hold the method, to enforce 
The like from him. 
"Clevo. What ſhould I do, I do not? 
Char. In each * we him way, croſs him in nothing. 
Cleo. Thou teacheſt like a Fool: the way to loſe him. 
Char. Tempt him not, fo, too far. 1 wiſh, forbear, 
la time we hate that which we often fear. 
unter Antony. 
hut here comes hit. 
Cleo. I am Sick, and ſullen. 
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Ant. I am ſorry to . e 7 wp 

Cleo. Help me And e Charmian, 1 ſhall fall, 
It cannot be thus long, the fides of Nature Lenni to fans, 
Will not ſuſtain it. 

Ant. Now, my deateft Queen. 

Cleo; Pray you ftand farther from me. 

Ant. What's the matter? 

Cleo. 1 know by that ſame Eyethere's ſome good Newa 
What ſays the marry'd Woman ? you may go; 
Would ſhe had never given you leave to come; 4 
Let her not ſay tis I that keep you here, 
I have no Pow'r you: Hers you are. 

Ant. The Gods beſt know. 

Cleo. Oh never was there Queen 
So mightily betrayed; yet at the firſt 
I ſaw the Treaſons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra. | 

Cleo. Why ſhould I think you can be mine, u tra6 
Thou you with ſwearing ſhake the throned Gods, 
Who have been falfe to Fulvia? Niotous Madneſs! 
To be emangled with theſe Mouth-made Vows, 
Which break themſelves in ſWearmg. 

_ Moſt ſweet . | fo | | 

Na u no colour going, 

But bid Pas fg — go: When "Nog ſaying, 
Then was the time for Words: No going then, 
Eternity was in our Lips, Ind Eyes, 
Bliſs in our Brows bent, none our Parts fo 
But was a Race of Heay'n, They are {6 1 
Or thou the greateſt Soldier of the World, 
Art turn d the greater Har. 

Ant. How now, Lady? 

Cleo. I would 1 had thy Inches, thou ſhould®t know 
There were a Heart in e. 

Ant. Hear me, Queen; 
The ſtrong Neceſſity of time, commande 
Our Services awhile; but my full Heart 
Remains in uſe with you. Our It 
Shines o'er with civil Swords; Sexthes ; s 
Makes bis Approaches to the Fort of Rowe. 9 
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of tvro Domeſtick Pow'rs, 
Breed ſerupulous Faction; the bated, grown to Strength, 
Are newly. grown to Love; the condemn'd Pompey, 


Rich in his Father's Honour, creeps apace, 'Þ 1 


Into the Hearts of ſuch,” as have not thriv'n 
Upon the preſent State, whoſe Numbers threaten, 
— Quietneſs grown ſick of reſt, would purge 
n deſperate Change. My more particular, 
Aa that which moſt with you ſhould ſave my going, 
Is Fulvia's Death + 
Cleo. Though Age frem Folly conld not oy me reden, 
It does from Childiſhnels. Can Fulvia 
Ast. She's dead, my Queen. 
Look here, and at thy Sovereign leiſure - wb 
The Garboyls ſhe awak'd; at the laft, beſt,” 
See when, and where ſhe died. | 
Cleo. © moft falſe Love 
Where be the ſacred. Viols thou ſhould'ſt fill 
Wich ſorrow ful Water? Now I ſee, I ſee, 
In 2 Death, how mine ſhall be receiy'd, | 
Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know 
The f Park es 1 beat; which are, or ceaſe, 
As you ſhall give the Advice. By the Fire 
That quickens Nilus Smile, I go 2 hence 
Thy Soldier, Servant, — Peace or Was, E 08 
As thou aſſect ſt. * „ 
" Oo Cut my Lace, Charmian, come, 


But Jer it be, I am quickly ill, and well, 


* Ant loves. 
y precious Queen farbear, "VIP 
** give true Evidence te his Rs which ſtands 
An 3 Trial. | 
les. So Fulvia told me. | 
I prethee turn afide, and weep for her, 
Then bid adieu to me, and ſay the Tears 
Belong to Zgypr. Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent diſſembling, n it look = 
Lbs perfect Honour. F | 
Am. You'll heat my Blood; no > more. 1 1 
Cl You can do better yet 3 but this is meetly. 
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Ant. Now by my Sworde—. ,, ... 1 dT 
Cleo. And Target, Still he mends. ” 
But this is not the beſt. Look prithee, Saba” 
How this Herculean Roman does b:come 
The carriage of his Chafe. 
Ant. I'll leave you, Lady. 
Cleo. Courteous Lord, one Word: 
Sir, you and I muſt part, but that's not it, 
Sir, ybu and I haye ov'd, but there's not it. 
That you know well, ſomething it is I would: 
Oh, my Oblivion is a yery Antony, A of yea eo bf 
And I am all forgotten. | 50 * 
Ant. But that your Royalty 7 a 
Holds Idleneſs our Subjec, I ſhould take ou 
For Idleneſs it elf. oy 1 72 
Cleo. Tis ſweating Labour, p 
To bear ſuch Idleneſs ſo near the Heart obs 
As Cleopatra this: But, Sir, fo A 
Since my becomings kill me, + gt they 45 not "IF 
Eye well to you” Your Honour calls you hence, 0 
Therefore be deaf to my Ee Folly, 
And all the Gods go gu. Upon your Sword 
Sit lawrell'd View, — wy > wrt Succeſs. | | 
Be ſtrew'd before your Feet. | L 7 
Au. Let us go. | | 
Come: Our Separation ſo abides and TTY «1 
That thou reſiding here, goeſt yet with me, \ 
And I hence fleeting, here remain ”_ Wer n 
Away. [ LExeunt. 


5 CENE. 11. Rome. 491 


Eater Otis Cedar reading 6 Letter, Lepidu, a 
| _ Attendants. 


Ce. You may ſee, Lepidus, and henceforth know, | 
It is not Ceſar's natural Voice, to hate 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the News; . he fiſhes, drinks, and waſtes 

The Lamps of Night in Revs; 3 Is not more ane nl 
e I's 
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Than Cleopatra; nor the Queen of Prolomy 
More Womanly than he. Hardly gave Audience, 
Or did vouchlate to think he had Partners. You 
Shall find there à Man, who' is th' abſtract of all faults 
That all Men follow. as 

Lep. I muſt not thin 
There are Evils enough to darken all his Goodneſs; 
His Faults in him, feem as the Spots of Heay'n, 
More fiery by Night's blackneſs; Hereditary, 

Rather than |; what he cannot change, 
N ee 1 uf | nes 
' Caf. You are too i t. grant it is 
Amit to tumble on the Bad of Prob, 1 
To give a Kingdom for 4 Mirth, to | 

keep the turn of Tipling with a Slave, 15 

To reel the Streets at Noon, and ſtand the Buſſet 
With Knaves that ſmell of ſweat; ſay this becomes him; 
— „ — | n , * adds 
W the cannot t muſt Antony 
No way 2 when we do bear 


— — weight in his L If he fill d 
His Vacaney with his Voluptuouſneſs; 
Full ſurfeits, and the drinefs of his Bones, 
Call on him for't. But to confound ſuch time, 
That drums him from his Sport, and ſpeaks as loud 
As his own State, and ours, tis to be chid: + 
As we rate Boys, who being mature in Knowledge, 
Pawn their Experience to their preſent Pleaſure, 
And ſo rebel to Judgment. 1200 
Lep. Here's more News. | 
Meſ. Thy biddings have been done, and every Hour, 
Moſt noble Ce/ar, ſhalt thou have report 12 
How tis abroad. Pompey is ſtrong at Sea, 
And it appears, he is beſov d of thoſe 
That only have fear d Ceſar: to the Ports 


The Diſcontents repair, and Mens reports N 
Give him much wrong d. eros: 
Ce/. I ſhould have known no leſs; 
Ie hath been taught us from the-primal State, -. 
. 3 a 
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That he which is, was wiſh'd, until he were: | 
And the ebb'd Man, ne'er lov'd till ner worth love, 
Comes fear d, by being lack d. This common Body 

Like to a V d upon the Stream, © 
Cors to, and back " licking the varying Tide 
To rot it ſelf with Motion. 

NMeſ. Ceſar, I bring thee Word, 0 
Menecrates and Menas, famous Pirates, 
Make tho Sea ſerve them, which they ear and wound 
With Keels of every kind. Many hot Inrodes 
They make in Italy. the Borders Maritimne 
Lack Blood to think on't, and fleſh Youth to revolt. 
No Veſſel can peep forth, but tis as ſoon 
Taken as ſcen: For Pompey's Name ſtrikes more 
Than could his War refiſted. Kent 

Ca ſ. Antony, 3 
Leave thy pion When thou orice 
Wert 2 from Mutina, 8 thou flew. _. 
Hirtius and Panſa Confuls, at thy Heel = 
Did Famine follow, whom thou fought'ſt againſt, | 
Though daintily brought up, with Patience mor 
Than Savages could ſuffer. Thou didſt drink 
The ſtale of Horſes, and the gilded Puddle 
Which Beafts would h ar, 1 * Pallat then did u 
The rougheſt Berry on the rudeſt Hedge. 
Yea, like the Stag, — Snow the Paſtare ſheets, 
The Barks of Trees thou browſed'ſt. On bo 09%, 
It is reported thou didſt eat ftrange Fleſh, 
Which ſome did die to look on; and all this, 
It waunds thine Honour that I ſpeak it BOW, 
Was born ſo like a Soldier, that thy Cheek © 
So much as lank'd not. 

Lep. *Tis pity of him. 

Caſ. Let bis Shames quickly | „ 
Drive him to Rome, tis time we n N 
Did ſhew our ſelves r th Field, and to that end 
Aſſemble we immediate Council; Ponipey 
Thrives/in'6ur Idleneſs. = 4 


Lop. To Morrow, ; 75 
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Both what, by Sea and Land, I can be able, 
To front this reſent time. 
| {Till which Encounter, it is my Buſineſstoo. Farewel. 
« Farewel my Lord, what you al know mean time 
Of flirs abroad, I ſhall beſeech you, Sir, 
To let me be Partaker. 
Ce. Doubt not, Sir, I knew it for my Band, Leu. 


E N E III. Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian, 


. Charmian. 
Char, Madam. | 
Cleo. Ha, ha give me to drink Mondragoras, 
Chay. Why, Madam ? 
. — That I might ſleep out this gra ay of hens, 
My Antony is away. 2 
Char, You think of him too much. 
Cleo. O *cis Treaſon. | 
Chat, Madam, I truſt not fs.” 
Cleo.” Thou, Eunuch, Mardian? 
Mar. What's your Highneſs Pleaſure ? 
Qdos. "or now to hear thee ſing. I take no Pleafure 
In ought an Eunuch has; cis well for thee, Wer 
That bein e thy freer Thoughts "oY 

y forth of Zgypr. Haſt thou * 

Yes, gracious Madam. 5 | 
_ Indeed ? af 
Mar. Not in deed, Madam, for I can do * i 

But what icideed is honeſt to be done: g 

Yet have I fierce Affections, and think 

What Fenus did with Mars. 

- Cle, Oh Charmian: 

Where think'ſt thou he is now ? Stands he, or fi fits ber 

Or does he walk? Or is he on his Horſe? 

Oh happy Horſe to bear the weight of Antony! 

Do bravely, Horſe, for wot'ſt thou whom thou mort? 

The demy Arles of this Farth, the Arm | 

And Burgonet of Man, He's ſpeaking now, 


= 
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Or mu where's my Serpent of old Nils, 
For ſo he calls me; now | ſeed my ſelf SY 
With moſt delicious Poiſon. Think on mee. 
That am with Phabus amorous pinches black. 
And wrinkled deep in time? Broad-fronted Ceſar, 
When thou waſt here above the Ground, I was 
A morſel of a Monarch; and great Pompey | 
Would ſtand and make his Eyes grow in my Brave a 
There would he anchor his 0d dg 00 
With looking on his Life. 079 2D 
noble "Ia Nor. wh. 30 31% 21; o 
Soveraign o 2 9 1300 
Cleo, How much art on unlike Mark IT 
Yet coming from him, that great Med'cine 1 71 
With his Tinct gilded thee. 10 ebe 
How goes it with my brave Mark Auom [dQ 
Alex. Laſt thing he did, dear Qucen, N. 
He kiſt the laſt of many doubled Kiſſeds [is „ wh 
This orient Pearl. His Speech ſticks in my . 
Cleo. Mine Ear muſt pluck it thence. ** 
Alex. Good Friends, quoth he. Jul 3m m0 
Say the firm Roman to t 2907 ſends Wai Herd 2 
This treaſure of an Oyſter; at . Foot, A 
To mend the petty Preſent, I will piece 
Her opulent Throne with Kingdoms. All the kalt, 
Say thou, ſhall call her Miſtreis. So he nodded, 
And ſoherly did mount an Arm-gaunt Steed, } _ / 
Who n ha ſo high, that what 1 our have ſpoke; 
Was beaſtly dumb by him. 
Cleo. What, was e ſad or merry? G 
Alex. Like to the time 0 'rh'Year, between the Extreams 
Of hot and cold, be was not fad nor m 
Cleo. Oh well divided Diſpoſition; note im, my: 
Note him goed Charmain, tis the Man; but note him, 
He vyas not ſad, for he would ſhine on thoſe” . 
That make their Looks by his. He was not merry, 
Which ſeem d to tell them, his remembrance, lay 
In Zgype with his Joy but berween both. 
Oh heav'nly mingle! Be'ſt thou fad, or merry, 
The ewe of either thee becomes, 9.70 
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So do's it no Man elſe. Met'ſt thou my Poſts? | 
Alex. Ay, Madam, tw ety ſeveral Mefiengers, | i 
Why do you ſend ſo thick 7. | 
Cleo. Who's born that Day, At? 
When 1 forget to ſend to n ,, 
Shall die  Beggar. Ink and Paper, Charmian. © 
Welcome my good Alexas. Dig's, ney roger? 
Ever loye:Ceſar fo? © | | 
Char. Oh that-brave 014 * 25 
Cleo. Be choak d with ſuch mother ber n 
Save the brave Anton. 
_ Char. The valiant Caſar. 
Cleo. By K. 1 wil give thee bloody Teeth; 
If thou with Car Paragon again | 
My Man of Men. "3 
Char. By our mo gracious Pardon, ; 
1 Sing but after you. No oxi 
Cleo. My Sallad Days, 7 
A a in Jadgment, cold in Blood - | 4 
To ſay, as I ſaid then. But come, away, - 
Ger er nk and Paper, 
By fall ve obey" Dey fre greetings or Pl unpe 
n [Exennt 


: 
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8 CEN E in Sicily, | 


Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Menas, 


Pom. F the Gods be juſt, een 
The Dr of juſteſt I 12 
'Mene. Know, wrorthy | 
That which they do delay, they not + dt 125 
Pom, Wile e ee eee ö decays | 
| The thing we.ſue-for.- 5 1 fv 
Men. We, ignorant of our ſelves, zien 
bg often our own Harms; which the wiſe: — 
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Deny us for dur goo! | foind we prot * Pot) oth 
By loſing of our ers. el Hein 
Pom. I ſhall do well: bon 
The People love me, and the bes is mine; * t., | 
My Powers are Creſcent; and my auguring Hope 
Says it will come to th full. Mark Antony 

In ehe fits at Dinner, and will mae 
No Wars without Doors. Ceſar gets rg webere 
He loſes Hearts; Lepidus flatters Both, W OT 
Of both is flatter'd ; bor he neither loves, 2 
Nor either cares for hin: 7 1 
{Mn CE are in the Field, * 

mighty Stren y carry. 

Pom: Thee te you this? 'Tis falſe 

Mene. From Silvius, Sir 

Pom. He dreams; 1 u are in Rome together 
Looking for Axteny: But all the See Love, 
Salt Cleopatra, ſoften thy wand Li 
Let Witchcraft join wich Bent bee both, 
Tie up the Libettine in a Vie) of Feaſts | | 
Keep his Brain fuming; Epicurean Cooks. us Ji - . 
Sharpen with cloyleſs ſawce his Appetite; Fo 


That ſleep and 205 E his Honour, 
Even All a lethied D 21 : 
th Ea Vine | 46; 


How now Varrius? 1 4 
Var. This is moſt certain; . I all feline; 
Mark Antony is every Hour in Rome 
a Since he went from Exyps, "tis 
A ſpace for farther travel. | 
Pom. J could have given lefs matter | 
A better Ear. Menas, I did not think Lo 
1 Sur feiter A donn d bis Helm 
For ſuch a War; ierſhip *- 
Is twice n brain: but let us rear | 
The higher our Opinion, that our firing ( 
- Can from the lap r, ger . 
The near Eat wearied nrony. | 
Men. I cannot hope, | 78 


| Ceſar and Ant — tdecthhrs -- 


"a 


-208 Antony and Cleopatra. 
His Wife that's dead, did treſpaſſes to es Ba vet! 
His Brother warr'd upon him, although I think, _, 
Not mov'd by Antony. ow abs ld | Fn 

Pom. I know not, Menas, gos 4 

How lefler 'Enmities may give my to greater. 

Were't not that we —— up againſt them all, 

Twere nt they ae between chemſelres; 

For they have n Cau 2 f 

To — their Swords; but hov/ the fear of * 

May cement their. Diviſions, and. bind up n | 
The petty Difference, we yet not know... . 
Be't as our Gods will have 't; it only ſtanddss 

Our lives upon, t to n ON (range Wands, vide | 

Come, Menas. #05 go 5257 0127 lan. 


uy SCENE T1.” Rome, 
90d De, Enpharbus and Lepidus. N 6 4 


1.47 
Tep. Good Enebarbys, tis a worthy deed, | 
And ſhall become: you well, OO gon Capri. 
To ſoft and ntle 8 Speech. L knn vt a ed 1 
Eno 1 ſhall entreat him i bt 2 
To anſwer like himſelf; if Ceſar move him, 1 2 
Let Antony look over Ceſar's Rc 
And ſpea — as loud as Mars. By _ 
Were | the wearer of Antonio's Beard, | a wor vill 
1 27 15 ſnaye t to Day. | 
is not a time for private PILE TIES 21 
— Every time ſerves, | for the Matter fag. Le 
in To 
Lep. But ſmall to greater Matters muſt give way. 
Eno. Not if the {mall come firſt. 
Wader Your Speech is Paſſion; but pray you we 
No bers up. Here comes the noble * 
Enter Antony and, Ventidius. 
Env. And yonder Cela. 
: Emer. . and Agrippa: 11 
| Ant. If we comp well here, to res 5 WW 
Hark, Ventidius. 
0 1 do nor knows At wk A 2 
2 
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Lep. Noble Friend. | 
That which combin'd us was moſt great, and let nor 
A leaner Action rend us. What's amiſs, | © 
May it be gently/ heard. : When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing Wounds. Then noble Partners, 
The rather, for 1 earneſtly beſcech, by) 
Touch you the ſowreſt Points with ſwectelt Terms, 
Nor Curſtneſs grow to th Matter. | 
Ant, Tis ſpoken well: 2 a. | Lads — 
Were we before our Armies and to K 
I ſhould do thus. + * [Flowiſh. 
Cef, Welcome to Rome. enter G n 
Ant. Thank you. | Sf 580 or no 
Cal. Sit. 
Ant. Sit, Sir. 8 | 
as Nay them 2 
Ant. 1 learn you take things ill, which are wot fo 
Or et concern you not. - 
muſt be laught at, 
hn gen ,or a little, I 5 
Sheuld ſay my ſe f offended, and with. you 6 
Chiefly ms World. More laught at, that 1 fhould-- + ab 
Once name you derogately; when 6 Gyan Name | | 
It not 1 5 ber Feng 1 4 
Ant. My being in Caſar, w to 
Cef. —— my reſiding here at Ram pu 
* ht be to you in ZZgypr : yet if you there 
Did practiſe on — your being amn 
Might be my qu a 
Ant, How — you, ain 6 | . 
. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, | | 
By what did — befall me. Your Wife and Brother 
Made Wars upon me, and their Conteſtation 
Was Theam for you, you were the Word of War. 
Aut. You do miſtake your Buſineſs, my Brother never 
Did urge me in his Act: I did inquire it, 
And have my learning from ſame true R FLY 
That drew their Swords. with you. Did pes rather 
Diſcredit my Authority with yours, due! * 
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And make the Wars alike againſt my Stomach, 

Having al:ke your Cauſe? Of this my Letters 

Before did ſatisſie you. If you patch a quarrel, 

As matter whole you ve not to make it with. 

It muſt not be with this. KA 
Ce. Nou praiſe your ſelf, by laying defects of Judgment 

to me: but you patch up your Excuſes. 

Am. Not fo, not ſo: | | 
I know you could not lack, I am certain on't; 

Very neceſſity of this thought, that l | 
Tour Partner in the Cauſe gainſt which he fought, 
Could not with graceful Eyes attend thoſe Wars 
Which fronted mine own Peace. As for my Wife, 
I would you had her Spirit, in ſuch another, | 
The third o'th* World is yours, which with a Snaffle, 
You may pace eaſie, but not ſuch a Wife. 

Eno. Would we had all ſuch Wives, that the Men might 
go to Wars with the Women. 

Ant. So much uncurbable, her Garboiles Ce/ar 
Made out of her Impatience, which not wanted 
Shrewdneſs of Policy too; 1 grieving grant, 

Did . too much difquiet, for that you muſt, 
But ſay I could not help it. on 
2 Gaf. I wrote to ou, 

When rioting in Alexandria you 

Did et I Letters; and with taunts 
Did beg my Miſſtye out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, he fell on me, ere admitted: then 
Three Kings I had newly feaſted, and did want 
Of what I was i'th* Morning: but next Dx 
1 told him of my ſelf, which was as much | 
As to have askt him Pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our Strife: If we contend | 
Out of our ion wipe him. 

Ce/. You have broken * 
The Article of your Oath, which you ſhall never 
Haye Tongue te charge me with. 

Lep. Soft, Cafar. 14 . 

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him ſpeak, 

The Honour is Sacred which he talks on 5 


reren * a © 
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Suppoſing that I lackt it: But on, Caar, | 

The Article of my, Oath, 

Ceſ. To lend _ Arms, and Aid, when I requir'd Ne 

The which both denied. 

Ant. Neglected, rather: 

And then when Poiſoned hours had bound me up 

From mine own Knowledge; as nearly as I may, 

Il play the Penitent to you. But mine Honeſty, 

Shall not make poor my Greatneſs, nor my . 

— without it. Truth is, that Fakus, | 

To have me out of Agype, made Wars here, 

For which my ſelf, the ignorant Motive, do 

So far ask Pardon, as befits mine Honour | 

To dog in ſuch a Caſe. | 
Lep. "Tis nably ſpoken. ; ' 

Mec. If it might pleaſe you, to o enforce no o further 
The Griefs between ye; To forget them'quite, 
Were to remember, that the preſent need, 

Speaks to attone you. 

 Lep. Worthily ſpoken, Mecanas. 
— Or if you borrow one another's Love fortheinſtang 

you may when you hear no more words, of Pompey return 

It again: You ſhall have time to wrangle i in, . * 

have nothing elſe to do- | 
Ant. Thou art a Soldier, only ſpeak no more. 

Eno, That truth ſhould be ſilent, J had almoſt forgot. 
Ant. You wrong this Preſence, therefore ſpeak no mare, 
Eno. Go to then: Your conſiderate Stone. 

Cef. I do no 9 diſlike.the matter, but 

The manner of his Speech: For't cannot be, 

We ſhall remain in Friendſhip, our Conditions 

So differing in arpebgr em IN 8 —— 5 * 

What Hoop ſhould hold us ſtaun to 

O'ch' World, I would purſue it. 

Arg. Give me leave, Ceſar. : 


2 | 

y den Hal 1 Ker by the Mother's Side, 
Ad mir'd Octavia! Great Mark _— v4 
Is now. a Widower. 1 761 


Cef. 
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Say not ſo; Agrippa; if Cleopatra heard you, your 
. well beef Rafnneſ. 
Ant. I am not married, Ceſar ; let me ar 
Hęrippa further fprak. 
Agr. To hold you in pe l Awity, Ky 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your Hearts 
With an wh ppg Knot, take Antony © 
octavia. to his Wife; whoſe Beauty claims * 
No worſe a Husband than the beſt of Men; 
Whoſe Virtue, and whoſe general Graces ſpeak 
That which none elſe can utter. By this Marriage, 
All little Jealoufies which now ſeem great, 
And all great Fears, Which no import their Dangers, 
Would to be nothing. Truths would be Tales, 
Where now half Tales be Truths: Her Love to both 
Would cach to other, and all Loves to bot 
Draw after her. Pardon what 1 have ſpoke, 
For *tis a ſtudied, not a rennt Thought, 
By Daty ruminated. | 
Ant. Will Ceſar ſpeak? 
Ceſ. Not till he ears how Antony is touch d, 
With what'is ſpoken already. 
Ant. What Power is in Agrippa, | «cm 91 
If 1 would ſay Agrippa, be it to, 28 
To make this good? 8 
Ceſ. The Power of Ceſar, 
And his Power unto Otavia. _ 
An. May | never © ab 
To this good Purpoſe, = ſo f fhe ws, 


Dream of impediment; let Rave th Hand” 
Further this A& of Grace: And from t 

The Heart of Brothers govern 1 our e 
And 1 1 our great Deſigns. 


© There's my Hand : 


A Siſter I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did eyer love ſo dearly. Let her live 
To join our Kingdoms, and our Hearts, and never 
Fly off our Loyes again. 
Lep. Happily, Amen, | > 
Aut I did not think to draw my Sword nne 


For 


- 
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For he hatk laid ſtrange Courtelies, and great 
Of late upon me. I muſt thank him only, 
Leſt my Remembrance ſuffer ill Report; 
At heel of that defie him. 

Time calls upon's, 


Of us muſt Pompey preſently be ſought, 


Or elſe he ſeeks out ue. 


Ant. Where lyes he? 

Caſ. About . Mount - Miſnum. 

Ant. What is his —. wh by Land? 

Caſ. Great, and increa 
But by Sea he i is an *delakits* Maſter. 

Ant. So is the Frame, 

Would we had ſpoke together. Haſte we for it, 
Vet ere we put our ſelves in Arms, diſpatch we 
The Buſineſs we have talk d of. | 
Cæſ. With moſt gladneſs. 
And do invite you to my Siſter's View, 
"Whither ſtraight I'll lead yon. 
Ant. Let us, Lepidus, not lack your Company. 
Lep. Noble Antony, not Sickneſs ſhould detain me, 
Exeunt. 
Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mecænas. 

Mec. Welcome from Egypt Sir. 

Eno. Half the Heart ot 2 worthy — My 
Honourable Friend Agrippa. 

Agr. Good Enobarbus | 

Mec, We have cauſe to be glad, that Matters are ſo well 
digeſted: You ſtay d well by't in Agypt. 

Eno. Ay Sir, we did ſleep day out of Countenance, and 
made the Night light with dr king. 

Mee. Eight Wild-boars roaſted whole at a Breakfaſt 
And but twelve Perſons there. Is this true? 

Eno. This was but a Fly by an Eagle: We had much 
more monſtraus marter of Feaſt, which worthily deſerved 
noting» 

Mee She's a moſt triumphant Lady, if Report be ſquare 
to her. 

Ew. When ſhe firſt met Mark Antony, ſhe purs d up his 


Heart upon che River of Cydnus. 
Ag. 


A 


} 
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Ar e ane, Or my are 


vis d well for her. 
Eno. I will tell yau; , | 
The Barge ſhe fat in, 1: a hex heads . | 
Burnt on the Water; the Poop was beaten Gold, | 
Purple the Sails, and-ſo perfumed, that 
The Winds were Love-fick. | 
With them the Oars were Silver, 
Which to the tune of Flutes kept ſtroke, and male 120 
The. Water which they beat, to follow faſter, 
As amorous of their ſtrokes. For her awn Perſon, 
It beggar'd all Deſcription; ſne did le 
In her Pavillion, Cloth of Gold, of Tiſſue, 
Oer. picturing that Venus, where we fee _ 
The Fancy out-work Nature. On each fide her 
Stood pretty dimpled Boys, like ſmiling Cupids, 
With divers. colour'd Fans, whoſe wind di ſeem PH | 
To glow the delicate Cheeks which they did cool, ARR 
And what they undid did. | 7 | 
Agr. Oh rare for Antony. | 
Eno, Her Gentlewomen, like the Nereides, F 
So many Mer-maids tended her i th Eyes, | 
And made their bends adornings. At the Helm, | 
A ſeeming Mer-maid ſteers; the Silken Tackles - | 
Swell with the touches of thoſe Flower · ſoft Hands, 
| That yearly frame the Office. From the 
A ſtrange inviſible Perfume hits the Senſe , 
of the adjacent Wharfs. The City caſt 5-4 
er People out upon her; and Antony. wy * N 
5 7 i' th W did ſit 1 
hiſtling to th' Air; which but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 1 7 
And make a gap in Nature. | | | 
Agr. Nel | 3 ] 
Eno. Upon her landi Antony ſent to her, | FA 
Invited her to Supper: be reply ed, * | 
It ſhould be better, he became her Gueſt; 
Which ſhe entreated. Our Courteous Antony, 
Whom ne er, the word of no, Woman heard ge 
Being barber d ten times o er, goes to the Feaſt: ; 
Ar. 


A. 
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And for his Ordinary, pa pays aka 
For what his Eyes eat ouly. 
. Royal Wench! 
She made gre Ceſar lay his "Mp to Bed, 
He | her, and fhe cropt. 
- 1. | fo her once 

Hop forty Paces through the publick Street. 
And having loſt her Breath, ſhe ſpoke, and panted, 
That ſhe did make De fect Perfection, 
And breathleſs Power breath forth. _ 

Mec. Now Antony muſt leave her utterly, 

Eno. Never, he will not. 
Age cannot wither her, nor Cuſtom ſteal 
Her infinite variety: Other Women cloy 
The Appetites they feed, but ſhe makes hungry, 
Where moſt ſhe ſatisfies. For vileſt things * 
Become themſelves in her, that the holy Prieſts 
Bleſs her, when ſhe is Riggiſh. 

Mee. If Beauty, Wiſdom, Modeſty, can ſettle 
The Heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A bleſſed Lottery to him. 

Agr. Let us go. 
Good Enobarbus, make your ſelf my Gueſt, 
Whilſt you abide here. 

Eno. Humbly, Sir, I thank you. 

Enter Antony, Czlar, Octavia between them. 


Ant. The World, and my great Office, will foratimei 
Divide me from your Boſom. 


Odta. All which time, 


Before the aan My Kaee ſhall bow in Prayers 
To them for 


Ant. Good light, Sir. My Octavia, 
Read not my 2 in the World's Report: 
I have not kept my Square, but that to come 
Shall all be done b 2.5 th at good Night, dear Lady: 
Caſ. Good Night, [ Exeunt Cxſar and Octavia: 
Enter Soothſayer. 
Ant. Now Sirrah! do you wiſh your ſelf in Egypt ? 


Sooth, 
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2 Would I had, never en eee, nor you 
er. * 
Ant. If you can, your Reaſon? | CR OE 
Ssosth. I ſee it in my 0 haye it ntio my Tongues 
But yet hie you to Zgypr 
Ant. Say to me, whoſe ortine gel riſe higher, c. 
ſars or mine? 

Sooth. Caſar's. Therefore, oh Antony, ftay n. not by his fide, 
Thy Damon, that's thy 2 which keeps thee, is 
Noble, Couragious, „ Unmatchable, 

Where Ceſar's s is not. But near him thy A a * | 
Becomes a Fear; as being o erpower d, and fore. 
Make fpace enough between you. | ES 

Ant. Speak this no more, | 

Sooth. To none but thee, no more, but when to thee, 
If thou doſt play with him at any Game, 

Thou art ſure to loſe: And of that natural Luck 

He beats thee gainſt the odds. Thy Luftre thickens, 
When he ſhines by: I ſay again, t 15 Spirit 

Is all afraid to govern thee near him 

But he alway is noble. 3 

Aut. Get thee gone | 
Say to Ventidius, I — ſpeak with um. [ Exit Sooth, 
He ſhall to Parthia, be it art, or hap, 

He hath ſpoken true. The very Dice obey him, 
And in our Sports my better cunning faints, 
19 5 his Chance; if we draw lots, he ſpeeds; 

is Cocks do win the Battel, ſtill of mine, ak” 
When it is all te naught: And his Quailes erer _ 
Beat mine, in hoop'd, at odds. 1 will to N | 

And though: 1 make this Marriage for my Peace, 
Ith' Eaſt my Pleaſure lies. Oh come, Venditius, 
Enter Ventidius. 
You muſt to Parthia, your Commiſſion's ready: 
Follow me and receivye't. - [Exernt, 
nter Lepidus, Mecænas, aud keel | | 

Lep. Trouble your ſelf no farther: Pray you haſten | 
Your Generals after. 

Agr. Sir, Mark * will e en but kiſs Octavia, and 
ou follow. 

Zep. 
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Lep. Till I ſhall ſee you in your Sokdler's dreſs, 


* 
s % . 
% #4 


Which will become you both, Farewel. 

Mer. We ſhall, as I conceive the Journey, be. 
At the Mount before Lepidus. 

Mya Your wa orter, 


4 4 a 

two upon me. 
| Both, Se, good cel. 05 
1 Lep. Farewel. - e eu. 
SCENE III. Alexandria. 


. Ge Charmian, Iras and Alexas. 
Cleo, Give me ſome Muſick: Muſick, moody food 


Of us that trade in Love 


Omnes. The Muſick, boa! 

Enter Mardian the Eunuch. 5 
Cleo. Let it alone, let's to Billiards: come Charmian. 
Char. My Arm is ſore, beſt with Mardian. 
Cleo, As well a Woman with an Eunuch play d. 


As with a Woman. Come, you'll play with me, r: 


Mar. As well as I can, Madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is ſhewed,tho't come too fhort, 
The Actor may pardon. I'll none now, 
Give me mine Angle, we'll to th —— there 
My Muſick playing far off, I will be — 4 
Tawny. fin Fiſhes, my bended hook ſhall pierce 
Their ſlimy jaws; and, as I draw them W 
Ill think them every one an A, 
And ſay, ah, ha; you're caught. 

_ Tas merry when you don your ir Angh 

our Diver er dil bang a füt aged on Hook, whi 

ek, fervency drew up. 

Cleo. That time! ——Oh times. 
I laught him out of patience, and that Night 
I laught him into patience, and next Morn, 
Ere the ninth Hour I drunk him to his Bed! 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him, whbilſtt 
I wore his Sword Philiphan. Oh from %. 


you Wi | Wn 


tick 
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mier a Meſſengers. | 5 
Ram thou 5 froiefulcfidingsin mine Ears, N 
That long time have been barren. 

Me. Madam! Madam. e ned 
Cleo. Antony s dead; 


If thou fay fo, Villain, thou killtthy Miftreſs: 
But well and free, if thou ſo your him. 5 
There is Gold, and here 


Ny dlewyeſt Veins to kiſs: a Hand that Ling 


Have lipt, and trembled kiſſing. 

Meſ. Firſt,” Madhin, he-is — 496 

Cleo. Why there's more Gold. But, Sirrah, mark, we uſe 
To ſay, the dead are Well: bring me to that, 
The Gold I give thee; will I melt and 25 
Down thy ilLattering Throat 

Meſ. Good Madam, hear me. | 
* — Well, go to, I — — n 

t res no-gooriteſs in y face. If An 9 
Be free and healthful; why ſo tart a — . 
To trumpet; fuch good tidings? If not well, 
Thou ſhould'ſt come like a Fury crown'd with Snakes 
Not like a formal Man. 

 Mef. Will't pleaſe you hear me? 

Cleo. I have a mind to ſtrike rhee ere thou gebn; ; 
Yet if thou fay, Autony lives, tis well, 
Or Friends wich Ceſar, or hot Captain to Lim, 
Pl ſee thee in a/ſhowre of Gold, and fait 0. 
Rich Pearls upon the. 

M /. Madam, he s well. 

Clis. Well ſaid. Aus: 

0 And Friends with Ceſar. 

et»; Thou'rt-an'hdneft Man. 

Me. Ceſar, and he, are greater Friends than ever. 

Clio. Mark thee-e Fornite from me. 

Xeſ. But yet. Madam — .) 

Cleo, I doi not like but yet, it do's ela 
The good precedence / ſie uon but yet, 
But yet, is as Jaylor to bring forth 8 
Some monſtrous Male factor. Pritfee, Friend, 
| Pour out the pack of matter to mine Ear, 


"lis ia 
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The good and bad er: he's Friends with Caſar, 
In State of Health thou: lay d, and thou ſay ſt, fre. 

Meſ. Free, Madam! no: I made no 
He's bound unto Odavia. | | 

Cleo. For what good turn? 

Meſ. For the beſt turn ith? Bed. 
. Cleo. I am pale, Charmian. 

Meſ. Madam, -he's-married to Omavia. 


Cleo. The moſt infectious Peſtilence u thee. 
e | Ae /. Good ö 


Cleo. What ſay — | (ara bes. 
Hence horrible Villain, or 101 urn thine —2 | 
Like Balls-before me; I'll — th 
She bales ti him np and * 
Thou ſhalt be whipt with Wie and RS in ion. 
Smarting in lingring pickle. | 
Me/. Gracious Madam, 
I, that do bring the News, made not the Match, 
- Gieo.' Say cis not ſo, a Province I will give thee, / 
And make thy Fortunes proud: the Blow thou hadſt 
Shall make thy peace, for moving r | 
Aud 1 will bootthes with what Gift beſide 
Thy Modeſty can beg. 
 "Mef. He's married, Madam. 
Cleo. Rogue, thou haſt liv'd too long; eee r Dagge 
Meſ. Nay then I'll run: 
What mean you, Madam? I have made no fault. [Exits 
Char. (iood Madam, keep your ſelf within your ſſelt, 
The Man is innocent. 


Cleo. Some Innocents ſcape not the —— 

Melt Agypt into Nile; and | Lindled Creatures 

Turn all to Serpents. Call the Slave again, 

Though I am mad, 1 will not bice him; Call. 
Char. He is afeard to come. | 
Cleo. I will not hurt him. 

Theſe Hands do lack Nobility, that they firike 

A meaner than my ſelf: ſince I my felt 

Have given my ſelf the cauſe, Come hither, Sir. 


he py „ — i 


2:2 Antony and Cleopatra. 

Xe. Enter the Meſſenger. 
Though it be honeſt, it is never good . 
To bring bad News: pive to 2 gracious Meſſage 
An Hoſt of Tongues, but let ill tell 
r 2 they be felt. 
 Mef. I have done my 
| — 7 en! q 
1 cannor hae thee worler than 1 do | 

ou again yes. Gals, 341 ö 

+ Meſ He's ied, Madam. 

Cleo. The confound thee, doſt thou hold there ail 
Me Should I lie, Madam? 

Cleo. Oh, would thou didſt: + 
So half my were ſubmerg d, and made 
A Ciſtern for ſcal'd Snakes. Go pet thee hence, 

Hadſt thou Narciſſus in thy Face, to me 
Thou wouldſt appear mo 1027 He is married? 

Mef. I crave your Highneſs pardon. 

Cleo. He is married? 
ut, Take no offcnce, that I would not offend you; 
 To:puniſh me for what you make me do, . 
Seems much unequal: he's married to Octavia. 

Cleo. Oh that bis fault ſnould make a Knave of thee, 
That art not what thou art ſure of. Get thee hence, 
The Merchandiſes which thou haſt brought from Rome. 
Are all too dear for me: 

1 they upon thy Hand, and be undone by 'em 


[ {Exit Me. 
Char: Good your Highneſs patience. | 
Cleo. In praifng Antony, | have diſprais'd Ceſar. 
Cher. Many times, 
Cleo. I am paid fort now: lead me from bence, 
I faint; oh Iras, Charmian tis no matte. 
Go to the Fellow, good Alexas, bid him 
Report the Feature of Octavia, her Tears, 
Her Inclination, let him not leave out 
The colour of her Ha i. Bring me word quickly, 
Let him for ever go let him not, Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
The other way's a Mars. Bid you Alexas 


1 
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i ord, how tall ſhe is: pi » | 
But > not fpeak to e 

SCENE IV. The Craft of Italy, near | 


Miſenum. 


Enter Pompey and Menas at one Door with Drum and Trum- 
pet: At another Cxlar, Lepidus, Antony, Enobarbus, 
Mecznas, Agrippa, with Seldiers marching. 
- Pom. Your Hoſtages I have, ſo have you mine; 
ill? And we ſhall talk before we fight. 
Caſ. Moſt meet 
That firſt we come to words, and therefore have we 
Our written purpoſes before us ſent, 
Which if thou haſt conſidered, let us know, 
If till tie up thy diſcontented Sword, 
And carry back to Sicily much tall Youth,. 
That elſe muſt periſh here. | 
Pom. To you all three, 
; The Senators alone of this great World, 
Chicf Factors for the gods. I do not know, 
Wherefore my Father ſhoulu Revengers want, | 
hee, i Having a Son and Friends; ſince Julius Ceſar, 
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghoſted, 
There ſaw you labouring for me. What was t 
That mov Caſſius to conſpire? And what 
Made thee all-honour'd, honeſt Roman Brutus, 
With the arm'd reſt, Courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol, but that they would 
Have one Man but a Man; and that is it 
Hath made me rig my Navy. At whoſe burthen, | 
NFF "401 
0 Ingrati deſpiteful Rame 
Caſt on 2 noble Father. 
Caf. Take your time, 3 
Ant. Thou canſt not fear us, Pampey, with thy Sails, 
We'll ſpeak with thee at Sea. At Land thou know t 
How much we do o er-count thee. _ off 
Pom. At Land indeed tu 
; Thou doſt o er- count me of my Father's Houſe, : _ ; 
| BW Kt Bug 


— 
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But fince the Cuckoo builds not for n 
Remain in't as thou may ſt. | | 

Lep. Be pleas d to tell us, 

For this is from the preſent now you talk, 
The Offers we have ſent you 

e There's the point. 

Ant. Which do not be entreated, to, but weigh 
What it is worth embraCd. 

Ceſ. And what may follow 
To try a larger Fortune. 

Pom. You have made me Offer 
Of Sicily, Sardinia; and 1 muſt 
Rid all the Sea of Pirates; then ons 
Meaſures of Wheat to Rome: this g 
To part with unhackt edges, and bear A 
Our Targets undinted. 

omnes. That's our Offer. 

Pom. Know then I came before you here, a Man 
Prepar'd, to take this Offer. Put Mark Antony 
Put me to ſome impatience: though I loſe 
The praiſe of it by telling. You muft know: 
When Cæſar and your Brother were at un 
Vour Mother came to Sicily, and did find 

Her welcome friendly. 

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey, 
And am well ſtudied for Clad thanks, 
Which I do owe you. | 
Pans Let me have your Hand: | 
I] did not think, Sir, to have mer 2 
Ant. The Beds i'th' Eaſt are { and — to you, 
That call'd me timelier than my purpoo huber: eck l 
For I have gain'd by't. 
Ee. Since i ſaw you laſt, | 
There is a change upon you. 
Pom. Well, I know not 
What-counts hard Fortune caſts upon my "I 
But in my Boſom ſhe ſhall never come, 
To make my Heart a Vaſhl. 0 | 
Lep. Well met here. 


© — thus ee 
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I crave our Compoſition may be vrritten 
And ſeal d between us, 4 
Cæſ. That's the next to dn, 


Pom. We'll feaſt, ea 9 er and let's. 
Draw Lots who ſhall 


Ant. That will I, —— 4 . ck 
Fam. No, Aniepy, toke the Lot: 


But firſt or laſt, your fine Egyptian | "2 
Shall have the Fame, I have heard kar Fele Ce/ar | 
Grew fat with feaſtiag there. i 
Ant You haye heard much. 
Tom. I have fair meaning, Sir. roof 
Ant. And fair Words to them. 
Pom, Then! ſ@ much have L heard: 
And I have heard. Apollodarus carried — — 
Eno. No mare o that : he did ſo. 
Eno. A certain, Queen to Ceſar in a Mattrice. 
| Pom. I know thee now, how far ſt thou. Soldier ? 
Exe. Well. and well am like to = for. — 
Four Fgaſts are ta war. | 
Pom, Let me ſhake thy Hand, 
I neyer hated thee: I have ſeen thee fight, 
When, 1, bave envied: thy Behaviour. * | 
Eng, Sir, I never loy'd- you much, but I ha prais'd ye, 
When you have well defery'd ten times as m 18 
As haye ſaid you did. 
Pom. Injoy thy plainneſs, 
It nothing ill becomes hee 
ward m my Gally, J invite 500 al. 
5 Lebe d 
4 — s the way, Sir. 
W Come. [[Exexnts  Manent Enob. and Menasi 
Men. Thy Father, Porpey, would ne er HT A 
You and 1 fave known, Sir. 
u At, Sea, I think. 
Men. We have, Sir. 
- "End... You have done wal by —_— 
- Aden. And you by Land. 


-% & 
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Eno. I will praiſe any Man that will praiſe me, though | 
it cannot be denied — * I have done by Land. 

Men. Nor what I have done by Water. 

Eno, Yes, ſomething you can deny for your own Safe: 
ty: you have been a good Thief by Sea. baby 

Men. And you by Land. ' 12 
| Evo. There I deny my Land Service; but gireme your 8 
Hand, Menas, if your Eyes had Authority, here they migbt 
have two Thieves kiſſing. 

Men. All Mens Faces are true, whatſoe er their Hands are. 

Ezo. But there is ne er a fair Woman, has a true Face. 

Men. No ſlander, they teal Hearts. | 

We came hither to 3 with you. 
* ty my part, I am ſorry it is turn d to a ariak 
doth this Day laugh away bis Fortune. 

* i e do, ſure he cannot weep't back again. 

Men. You've ſaid, Sir; we look'd not for Mark Antony 
kere; pray you, is be married to Cleopatra? 

Ene. Caſar's Sifter is called Octavia. 

Men. True, Sir, ſhe was the Wife of Caius Marcellus: 

Ezxo. But now ſhe is the Wife of Marcus Amonins. © 

Men. Pray ye, Sir, | 

Eno. Tis true. | | 

Men. Then is Cæſar and he for ever * together. 

Eno. If I were boundto Divine of this Unity, 1 would 
not Prophefie ſo. 

Men, I think the Policy of that Purpeſe, made more in 
the Marriage, than the Love of the Parties. 

Eno. I think ſo too. But you ſhall find the band that 
ſeems to tie their Friendſhip together, will be the very 
eſtranger of their Amity : Octavia is of a holy, Nome and 
ſtill Converſation. | - 

Aen. Who would not have his Wife ſo? 6A 

Eno. Not he that himſelf is not fo; which is Mark An- 

. He will to his Zgyptian Diſh again; = ſhall the 

ele of Ocbavia blow the Fire up in —_ 

* before, that which is the Strength © their Ami y 
prove the immediate Author of their Variance. = 
will uſe his Affection * He married but his 
Occaſion bere. oo 
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Mon. And thus it may be. Come, Sir, will you Aboard? 


F have a Health for you 
Eno, 1 ſhall take it, $ Sir: we have us d our Throats in 


LE * 
"Mew, Come, let's away. [Exemnt.. 
SCENE V. Pompey' Galley. 


Muſick Plays. 

8 Enter two or three Servants with a Banquet. 

I Ser. Here they'll be, Man: ſome o their Plants are ill 
2 already, the leaſt Wind i' th World will blow them 

—_ 

2 Ser. Lepidus is high-colour'd. 

1 Ser. They have made him drink Alms drink. 

2 Ser, As they piach one another by the Diſpoſition he 
cries out, no more; reconciles them to his entreaty, and 
himſelf to th' drink. | 
1 Ser. But it raiſes the greater War between bim and his 

Diſcretion. | 

2 Ser. Why chis it is to have a Name in great Mens Fel. 

lowſhip: I had as lieve have a Reed that will do me no 

Service, as a Partizan I could not heaye. 

1 Ser, To be call'd intoa huge Sphere, and not to be ſeen 

to move in't. are the holes where Eyes ſhould be, which 

pitifully dilaſter the Cheeks. 
Cæſar, A 1 id Me 

Enter ar, Antony, Pompey, us, Aprippa, Me- 
cxnas, En we Ol Mer: 4 — other Se . 

Ant. Thus do the hey, Sir: they take the flow o th Nile 
By certain Scale, i th Pyramid; they know h 
By th' height, the lowneſs, or the mean, if Dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilus ſwells 
The more it promiſes; as it ebbs, the Seedſman 
Upon the Slime and Ooze ſcatters his Grain, 

And ſhortly comes to Harveſt. | | 
Lep. You've ſtrange Serpents there. to qzv.A 
Ant. Ay, Lepidus. 

. Your Serpent of Ag is bred now of your mud 

5 by 


b 


i 
' 
14 
1 
1 


— — —— ͤ.— — en 
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by Tee of your Sun; ſg. is your Reis, 
ey are fo. 

Tom. Sirrah, ſome Wine! a Health to labil. ; 

' Tep. J am not ſo well as 1 ſhould be: 3 
But I'll n&er our. 7 

Eno. Not *till you e Nept; I fear 1 me, you'll be in; 
till then. 
| N. Na certhidt ; have heard the aeg ramiſis 

2 Golly 5 without Contradi wig I have 
heard . | 

Men. Fompey a Ward. r W N Y : [ Aſide, 
Dom. Say in mine Ear, what ist? 

Men. Forſake thy Seat, 1 do beſeech thee, Captain, 
And hear me ſpeak a Word. 

Pom. For me till anon. + [Whiſper in's Ear. 
This Wine for Lepidus. | WII 
Te. What manner o'thing is our Crocodile? j 

Ant. It is ſhap'd, Sir. like it if and it is. as broad as 
it hath breadth; it is juſt ſo high as it-is, and moves with its 
oven Organs. It lives by that which nouriſhetgh it, * 
Elements once out of it, it ven er 

Lep. What, colour is it of! Mot! 

Ant. Of it's own colour too. 

Lep. Tis a ſtrange Serpent. 

Ant. Tis ſo, and the Tears of it are wet. 

Caſ. Will this Deſer ion ſatisſie him? 

Ant. With the Health that Paznjey g ves him, elſe he is 
a very Epicure. 

Pom. Go hang, Sir, hang! tell me of that? away! 
Do as. I bid you. Where's the Cup I call d for ? 

Men. If for the fake of Merit thou wilt n 
Riſe from 50 Stool. 

Pom, I think thou'rt mad; the matter? 

Men. 1 have eyer held my Cap off to thy For:unes. 

Pom. Thou haſt ſerv d aha kth much Faith: whey 
elſe to ſay? By joll | 

Ant. Theſe Wick Kab \Lepidus, 

"IX off them, tor you fink. 

Men. Wilt thou be Lord of all the World? 

nk Waat ſay ſt thou? 
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Men. Wilt thou be Lord of the whole World ? hat” O twice · 
Pom. How ſhall that be? 
Men. But entertain it, and t hou * think dee dopg⸗ 
Jam the Man Will we that all World. 1 
Pom. Haſt thou Au well? | 
Men No, Pompey, I have kept me from the Cup. 
Thou art, if thou dart be, the earthly Fove: 
What e'er the Ocean pales, or Sky: iaclips, 
Js thine, if thou wilt hat. | 
Pom. Shew- me which way ” 


Len, Trete three WorlbBliatrta,c theſe cane ne 


Are in thy Veſſel. Let me cut the Cable. 


And when we are put off, fall to their Throats: 7 
All there is thine. 
Pom. Ah, this thou ſhouldſt have done, 


And not have ſpoken on't. In me tis Villany, 


In thee chad been good Service: thou muſt know, 
*Tis not my Profit that does lead mine Honour: 
Mine Honour is, Repent that &er thy Tongue, 
Hath ſo berray'd 1 thine Act. Being done un nown, 
1 ſhould have found it afrerwards'welldoney 
But muſt condemn it now- Oeſiſt, and drink. 

Men, For this I'll never f follow | 
Thy pall'd Fortunes more; 
Who ſeeks and will not take, when once tis offer d, 
Shall never find ir n. ore. 

Pom. This Health to Lepidus, 

Art. Bear him aſhoir, | 
II _” it for him, "Pompey." 

re' $ to thee. Menas. 


barbus, welcome. 
— Fill "ill the Cup be hid. 
- * 1555 sa ſtrange Fellow, Menas [Pointing to Lepidus, 


1 4 hind wy 9 of the World, Man! ſceſt not? | 
he third Par t. then is k; w it yere all, 
yg ir 3 ght g o on Whebls. 4 32 5 
Eno. Dink“ thou, encreaſe the Reels. 
Men. Come, 


om. This is not yet. * bange Fe Feaſt. 
Aut. 
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Au. It ripens towards it; ſtrike the Veſſels ho. 
Here's to Cæſar. 


Cef, I could well forbear't, it's monſtrous Labourwhen 


I waſh my Brain, and it grows ſouler. 
Ant. Be a Child e th time. 


Caſ. Poſſeſs it, ll make anſwer; but 1 had rather faſt 


* all, four Days, than drink ſo much in one. 


brave Emperor, ſhall we dance now the 


— ** +; ur duo and — ache our drink? 
"= Let's ha't, Soldier. | 

Ant. Come let's all take Hands, 
"Till that the conquering Wine hath Rept our Senſe 
In ſoft and delicate Lethe. 

Bie. All take Hands: 
Make ba to our Ears with the ** n 
The while, I Il place you, then the Boy ſhall ſing. 
The holding every Man ſhall beat as loud, | 
As his ſtrong n the volly. 


Muſick plays. — thew Hand is nd 


Come thou Monarch of the Fin, 

| Bacchus -with pink eyne, 

In thy Fats our Cares be drown'd: - 

With thy Grapes our Hairs be crown'd. 
Cup us till the World go round, 
Cup us till the World g0 ronnd, 


Caſ. What would you more? Pompey, good Night 


Good Brother 

Let me requeſt you off; our graver Buſineſs 
Frowns at this Levity. Gentle Lords, let's part, 
You ſee ye have burnt our Cheek. Strong Enobarbe 
Is weaker than the Wing; and mine own Tongue 
Splits what it ſpeaks; t ld diſguiſe hath almoſt 
Antickt us all. What needs more Words; good Night, 
Gond — Fare Hand. 

2 = zou on the Shoar. FM | 

Sir, give's Nour Hand, 2 
Pom, 
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Pom. Oh, Antony, you have my Father's Houſe, 
But what, we are Fetends? Coden down into the Boat. 
Eno. Take heed you fall not. | 
Men. Vl not on Shoar. | 
No, to my Cabin—theſe Drums! 
Theſe Trumpets, Flutes! what! 
Let Neptune hear, we bid a loud farevvel 
To theſe great Fellows. Sound and be g'd ſound out, 
[Sound a Flour with Drums. 
Eno. Hoo 3 There's my Cap. 
Men. Hoa, noble Captain, come. Exeunt. 


— 


ACT uw. 287 L 
SCENE A Camp. 7 


Enter Ventidius in Triumph, the dead Body of Pacorus born 
before bim, Roman Soldiers and pb Airy 


Gt 3 W 
vn. NMow darting Parthia art thou ſtruck, and now, 
Pleas d Fortune does of Marcus Craſſus death 

Make me reyenger. Bear the King's Son's Body . 
Befere our Army; thy Farorus, a nl f 
Pays this for Marcus Cra. Mit et 7 + 

__ Noble. Ventidins, | | 
Whilſt yer with Parthian Blood thy Sword i is warm, iT 
The Fugitive Parthians follow. — ren , . 
Meſapotamia, and the ſhelters, whicher * ; 
The routed fly, So thy grand Captain Antony is T6 
Shall ſet thee on —— Chariots, and | | 
Put Garlands on thy Head. N 

Ven. Oh Silius, Silins, _ 5 
1 have done enough. A lower Place, note well, 
May make too great an AQ. For learn this, Sl, 
Better to leaye undone; than by gur Deed 
Acquire too high a Fame, 8: him we ſerve's r. 
Ceſar and Antony have ever won | 

More in their Officer, than Perſon. Soffus, 
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One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 

Fer guick Accumu ation of Renown, nm, 
Which he atchicv'd by th' Minute, loſt his Favour! 
Who does i'th' Wars more than his Captain can, 
Becomes his Captain's Captain; And Ambition, 

The Soldier's Virtue, rather makes choice of Los 0 
Than Gain, which darkens him: 

I could do more to do Ant hon us good, 

But *twould offend bim; and in his Offence, 


Should my ' performance periſh. 
Rom. Thou haſt, Veni as, tht, without the which 


A Soldier and his Sword Pe ſcarce diſtinctionn-n, 
Thou wilt write to — Wu 

Pen. III tambly ſignifie what in 5 tis "Name, 1 
That maꝑical word of, War, we haue effected; 6 

How with his ö and his well paid Ranks, 

That ne'er-yet beaten Horſe of Farthia 

We have jaded gut g ih Field. 

Rom. Where f he now ? 

. He purpoſeth to Athens; Whither, with what haſte 
The weight we muſt gonyey with's, will permit, 

We ſhall appear before him. On there, pals along. [Exe, 


SCENE I. horns. 


Enter Agrippa ar one Door, Enobarbus at another | 


Agr. What, are the Brothers pa tec? 
Eno. They haye Se wi ah Pome er f 


The other three are 2-0 * 
To part from Rome : 8555 is 85 Ng Lepid, & rt 
Since Pompey's Feaſt, as Mengs 5 troubled * 
With the Greeri-ficknefs, 


Agr. 'Tis a —_ Lepidus.” © 

Eno. A very fine one; oh, how he hives EY 

Agr. Nay but how de agores, of] Antony, 
Eno. Cefirr "ping he's he Faghs er of Mer. a4 
Agr. What go of Bo —_— 
Exo. Spea uh oe FO s 155 7075 pareit! | ; 
470 5 u Ag "Talk 


Eno. Would you pri Cal. tay Cow, » 89 90 fines 
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Agr. Indeed he plied them both with excellent Praiſes, 
Eno. But he loves Caſar belt, yet he loves Antony: 
Ho! Hearts, Tongues Figure, Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Think, ſpeak, caſt, write, ſing, number; ho. 
His love to Antony. But as for Ceſar, _ 
Kneel down, knee! down, and wonder 
Agr. Both he loves, , 
Eno, They are his Shards, and he their Beetle, fow—e 
This is to Horſe; adieu, noble Agrippa. Trumpets. 
Agr. Good Fortune, worthy Soldier, and fare vel. 
Enter Cæſar, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavia. | 
Ant. No farther, Sir. | 
Ceſ. You take from me a great part of my ſelf: 
Uſe me well in't. Siſter, prove ſuch a Wife 
As my Thoughts make thee, and as my fartheſt Bond 
Shall paſs on thy approof. Moſt noble Antony, 
Let not the piece of Virtue which is ſer 
Betwixt us, as the cement of our Lore. pg 
To keep it builded, be the Ram to batter g 
The Fortune of it; far better might we | | 
Have lov'd without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherifht. ; 
Ant. Make me not offended 
In your diſtruſt, | 
Cæſ. I have ſaid. 
Ant You ſhall not find, | 
Trouh you be certain curious, the leaft cauſe 
or what you ſeem to fear; ſo the Gods keep you, 
And make the Hearts of Romans ſerve your Ends: 
We will here part. oth $IY 
Cæſ. Farewel, my deareſt Siſter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind te thee, and make | 
Thy Spirits all of Comfort; fare thee well. 
Oct. My noble Brother. | 
Ant. The April's in her Eyes, it is Love's Spring, 
And theſe the Showers to bring it on; be chearful. 


O Sir, look well to my Husband's Houſe; and 


Cæſ. What Octavia? 
Od 111 tell you in your Ear, 


Ai; 
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bt. Her, Toogne will not obey ber Heart, nor ca 
Her Heart inform her Tongue, the Swan's Dewn-feather,. 
That ſtands upon the Swe at full of Tide, | 
And neither way inclines. 

Eno. Will Cæſar weep? 

Agr. He has a Cloud in's Face. 

Eno, He were the worſe for that were . ſo 
is he being a Man. 

Why, Enobarbus ? | , 

When "Anne found Julius Ceſar dead, 
He cryed almoſt to roaring : And he 
When at Philippi he found Brutus flain. 8 

Eno. That Year indeed, he was troubled with a aRheum, 
What willingly ke did confound, he wail'd ; ; b 
Believe't ti 6. too. = 


Ceſ. No, ſweet Octavia, * 
You ſhall hear from me till; the time ſhall not 
Out-go her thinking on you. 


en. Come Sir, come, 
I'll wreſtle with you in my Strength of Love. 
Look here 1 9 thus I let You BY, 
And give you to t 
Adieu, be happy. 
Leb. Ler al the number of the Sr give Light 
To thy fair way. - 
Fare wel, Farewel. [Kiſſes Octavia. 
An. | Farewel. [Trumpets ſound. Extunt. 


'SCE N E III. Alexandria. 


eben and lens, 


Cleo. Where is the Fellow ? 

Alex. Half afeard to come. | 

Cleo. Go to, got to: come hither, Sir. 8 
| | the Meſſenger as before. 
Alex. Good Majeſty, Herod of Fewry dare not look up- 
on you, but when you are well plea d. 

Cleo. That Herod's Head, Ill have; but how? When 
vuony i is gone, through whom I might command i 00 

me 


4 
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Come thou near. 
Meſ. Moſt gracious Majeſty. 
Cleo. 8 thou behold Octavia? 
Meſ. Ay, dread Menn. 
Cleo. Where? | 
Meſ. Madam, in Rome, 1 lookt her ia the Face: 
And law her led berween ber Brother, and 
Mark 
Cleo. Is ſhe as tall as me? 
Meſ. She is not, Madam. 


Cleo. Didſt hear her ſpeak ? is ſhe ſhrill-rongu'd or low? 


Meſ. Madam, I heard her ſpeak, ſhe is low voic'd. 

 Cles, That's not fo 121 he cannot like her long. 

Char. Like her? Oh Js! tis impoſſible, 

Cleo, I think fo, S dull o Tongue, and Dwar- 
What Majeſty is in her Gate? remember (fiſt 
It ere thou look'ſt on Majeſty. | 


Mefſ. She 
Her Le be Station are as one: 
She ſhews a Body, rather than a Life, 
A Statue, than a Breather. 
Cleo. Is this certain ? | 
Meſ. Or I have no Obſervance, 
Char. Three in Zgypt cannot make better note. 
Cleo. He's very Pg, I do perceive'r, 
There's nothing in 
The Fellow has good Judgment. 
Char. Excellent. 7 
Cleo. Gueſs at her Years, I prithee. F-37418, 505 
Meſ. Madam, ſhe was a Widow. 5 e0 
Cleo. Widow? Charmian, hark. 1 
Meſ. And I do, think ſhe's thirty..,  » 
Cleo. Bear'ſt thou her Face in Mind? ir. long or round? 
Me Round even to Faultineſs. 
Cleo. For the moſt part too, they are fooliſh that ae. 
Her Hair what Colour ? | | 
Meſ. Brown, Madam; and her Forchead | 
As low as ſhe. would wiſh it J. | 
Cleo. Theres Gold for thay, 


Thea nf ot ke ny former Sharps u. 


[ 


Or did it from his Teeth 


Oh bleſs my Brot 
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I will employ thee back again; I find thee go 
Moſt fit for Buſineſs. Go, N thee Ts 


hay mers are prepar d. 


r Man. | 
png OTA be is ſo; I repent me al" 

That ſo I harried him. Why aht T, i 

This Creature's no ſuch thing. ve 
Char. Nothing, Madam. 

2 The Man hath ſeen 1 Majeſty, and ſhould 
ow. OE 
Char, Hath he ſeen, Majeſty ? Ifs elſe defend! 

And ſerving you ſo long. 

Cleo. 1 have one thing more to ask him yet good C 
But tis no matter, thou ſhalt bring him to me 
Where L will write; All may be well enough, | 
. 1 warragt you, Magam, ku 


SCENE IV. Athens. 


Enter Antony and Octavia. 


Ant. Nay, nay Oda via, not only. that, 
That were excuſable, that and thouſands more 
Of ſemblable import, but he bath No foi 
New Wars 'painſt Porppey; made his Will, and yt 4. 
To publick i, ſpoke Fant" of ma 
When perforce he could not 


But pay me terms of Honour, cold and fickly 


He. vented them; moſt narrow_meaſure lent me z 
When the beſt hint was a him, R. ne 8 GRE 


OZ. Oh, my good LIrg, "Wy at 1 
Believe not all, or if you 559 ve, 8 
Stomach not all. A more unha N 
I this diviſion chance, nc er toog l l 
Praying for both Parts: The good Gods will mock me, 
When I ſhall praying, oh bleis my Lord and Husband, 
Undo that Prayer, by cryin - > loud,” ' 

* 101 Husband e 
Prays, and deſtroys the Prayer, no 
Twixt theſe 1 at * | * 


* © > #\ q * £ I 
1 * » * « * 99 * +# 
* 
2 4 
Su ” * 


1 9. 
„ - — 
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Ant. Gentle Octavia, be 
Let your beſt Love draw to that point which ſecks 
Beſt? to preſerve it: If I loſe mine Honour, 

I loſe my ſelf; better I were not yours, 

Than yours ſo Branchleſs. But as you requeſted, X 
Your ſelf ſhall go between's; the mean time, Lady, 
Il raiſe the Preparation of a War 

Shall ſtain your Brother, make your ſooneſt haſte 

So your Deſires are yours. 

Oct. Thanks to my Lord, 

The Jove of Power — me moſt weak, meſt weak, 
Your Reconciler : Wars twixt you twain would be, 
As if the World ſhould cleave, and that flain Men 
Should 2 up the Rift. 

Ant. When it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your Dies that — for our Faults 
Can never be ſo equal. that your Lovs 
Can equally move with them. Pronide your going. 
Chuſe your own Company, and command what Coſt 
Your Heart has mind to. : {mak 

Enter Enobarbus au Bros. | 

Eno. How now, Friend Eros?" | 

Eros, There's {range News come, Sir, 

Eno. What, Man ? | 

Eros. Caſar and Lepidus have made War — 

Eno. = is old, what is the Succels? upon 

Eros. Ceſar having made uſe of him in the. Wars gainſt 
Pompey: Preſeatly.denied him Rivalty, would not let him 
partake of the Glory of the Action, and not reſting -here, ac. 
cuſes him of Letters he had formerly te to Up- 
on his own, Appeal ſeizes. him, fo. K's ry — up, till 
Death enlarge his Confina. oc: 

Eno. Then would thou hadſt a pair of Obaps na more. 
and throw between, them all the Food thou- haſt, _—_ | 
grind the other. Where's 

Eros, He's walking in the Garden thus; and 

The Ruth that lyes before him. Crys, Fool L. 
And threats the Throat of that his Officer, 
That murder'd Rowpey./ Y 

Eno. Our great Navy's rigg d. 


— — —— ——— 
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Eros. For Italy and Ceſar; more Domitius, 

My Lord deſires you preſently; my Ne] «nàↄn 

I might have told —— 
Eno. T will be 1 woos bring me St 
Eros. Conde; Sir. LEA 


SCENE v. 8 


Enter Czar, Agrippa, and Mecznas. 


Ca. Contemning Rome he has done all this, and more; 
In Alexandria; here's the matter of it: 
F'th' Market-plaee on a Fribunal filver'd, 
Cleopatra and himſelf in Chairs of Gold 
Were publickly enthron d; at the Feet fat 
Ceſario whom For: call my Father's Son, 
And all the unlawful Iſſue, that their Luſt 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
— 5 the ſtabliment . made ber 

ower Syria, A 

Abſolute Queen rn 

Mec. This in the publick ye? . 

C. th common ſhew-place where they exerciſe, 


His Sons were there proclaim'd the Kings of Kings, & 


On Media, Parthia; and _— 

e gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy | | 
Syria, Cilicis, and Phomicia : She _ : 
In the Habiliments of the Goddeſs 1/s - 


_ 2 2 and oft before gave Audience, | 


IS Let Rome ow tn inform's. - 
- Agr. Who queaſie with his baſolence 
Will their good Thoughts call from him. 
Caf. The People know it, | 
And have now receiv'd his Accuſations. 
Ci Coſer, and that having in Sic 
C ar, in 8 
Sextus ſpoil'd, we bad N him 
His Part o'th' Iſle. Then does be ſay, he lent me 
Some unreftor'd. Laſtly he 1271 
That of the Triumyirate 
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Should be depos d, and being, that we detuin 
All his Revenue. 
Agr. = this hoop be anſoverd. 
Caf. *Tis done already, 2 Meflenger gone: 
I told him Lepidus was grown too cruel, 
That he his high Authority abus'd, 
And did deſerve his Chance. For what I have conquer d, 
N . - hh but _ his N | 
nd other o conquer 3 
Demand the like. 
Mer. He Il never yield to that. 
Ceſ. Nor muſt not then be yielded to in this 
Enter Octavia Attendants. 
O. Hail Ceſar, and my Lord! hail, moſt dear Ceſar ! 
Caf. That ever I ſhould call thee Caſt-away. 
od. You have not call'd me ſo, nor have you cauſe. 
Ca. Why haſt thou ſtoln upon me thus? you came not 
Like Ce ar Siſter; the Wife of utony 
Should have an Army for an Uſher, and 
The neighs of Horſe to tell of her A 
Long ere ſhe did appear- The Trees by th 
Should have born Men, and Expectation fainted. 
Longing: for what it had not. Nay, the Duſt 
Should have aſcended to the Roof of Heay'n, | 
Rais d by your populous Troops: But you are come 
A Market-maid to Rome, and have prevented 
The oftentation of our Love ; which left un 
Is often left r we ſhould have met you | 
By Sea, and Land, ſupplying 123 Stage 
With an augmented 2 | 12 
Oc. Good, my n | 
To come thus was I not conſtrain'd, but did it 
On my free Will. My Lord, Mark 
Hearing that you prepar d for War, acquainted 
My grieving Ear wit een 1 begg'd 
His Pardon for return. 
Caſ. Which ſoon be 
Being an abſtract tween his Luft, and him, 
08. Do not ſay ſo, my Lord. 


— 
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Ceſ. have Eyes upon him, 5 
And his Affairs come to me on 2 Wind: 1 
Where is he now? * | E 
Oct. My Lord. in Athens. | 
ca, No, my 'moſt wronged Siſter; EVM 
Hath nodded him to her., He barh given his Empire 
Vp to a Whore, who now are levyin NEA. 
The Kings o'th' Earth for War. He A” 
Bochus the King of Lybia, Arehilaus 
Of Cappadocia, S hilagelpbe King 
Of . lagonia; the Thractan King 
King Matithus of Hrubia, King of Za, 
Herod of Fewry, Mithridates King | 
Of Comagene, Polemen and Amintas, © 
The King of Mede, and Lycaoma, 
Wiha more larger Liſt ot Scepters. 
doc. Ay me moſt-wretched, | 
That have my Heart parted betwixt two Friends 
That do afflict each other. 


Ceſ. Welcome hither; | 
Your betters did with-hold our breaking forth 


Till we-perceiy'd both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent Danger; cheer your Heart. 
Be you not troubled with the time which drives, 
O'er your Content, theſe ſtrong Neceſſities, 
But let determin d things to deſtiny | 
Hold\unbewail'd-their/way. Welcome to Rome: 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abu d 
Beyond the Mark of Thought; and the high Gods 
To do you Juſtice, make his Miniſters | 
Of us, Lind thoſe that love you. Be of Comfort, I 
And ever welcome to us. 3 f 
Agr. Welcome Lady. | 
Alec. Welcome, dear Madam, | / 
| Each Heart in Rome does love and pity. you; 
Only th' adulterous Antony, moſt large 
In = —— turns you off, 
And gives his potent ment to à Trull 
That Noſes i it — — | ; 
Oc. Is it ſo, Sir? | 


OW 2 
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Ce/. Moſt certain: Siſter, welcome; 
Be ever known to patience. 'My dear'f a 22 


SCENE VI. Actium. 


Enter Cleopatra, and Enobarbus. 


Cleo. I will be even with thee; doubt it not. 

Eno. But why, why, why? 

Cleo. Thou haſt foreſpoke 1 my bag in theſe Wars; . 
And fay'ſt it is not fit. 

Eno. Well; is it, is it? 

Cleo. Is t not denounc d againft 0 7 why ſhould not we 
be there in Perſon ? 

Eno. Well, I could reply; if we ſhould ſerve with Horſe 
and Mares together, the Horſe were merely luſt; the Mares 
vyould bear a Soldier and his Horſe. . 

Civ. What ist you fay ? n 

Eno. Your Preſence feeds muſt puzzle 
Take from his Heart, take from bis Brain, take from's 
What ſhould not then be fpar d. He is alteady | 
Traduc'd for Levity, and tis faid in Rome, © 
That Photinus an Eunuch, and your Maids, 
Manage this War. 

Cleo. Sink Rome, and their Tongues rot 
That ſpeak againſt us. A charge we bear i'th* War, 

And as _— blend ay Kingdom will 
Appear t for a Man. 8 not againſt it, 
1 will not ſtay behind. s 
Enter Antony and Canidius. 
Eno. Nay I have done, here comes the Emperor; 
Ant. Is it not ſtrange, Canidins, 
That from Tarentum, and Brunduſt um, 
He could ſo quickly cut th Jonian Sea, 
And take in Toryne ? You have heard ont, Sweet? 

Cleo. Cælerity is never more admir d 
Than by che Negligent. 

Ant. A good Rebuke, 

Which might have well becom' d the tet of Men 
To taunt a Slackneſs. Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by Sea. 
5 Cles; 
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Cleo. By Sea, what elſe? 
Can. Why will my Lord do ſo? | aged 
Ant. For that he dares us to't. | 
_ 15 hath my Lord dar d him to fingle fight. 

y, and to wage his Battel at Phrſalia, 


wes as fought with Pompey. But theſe Offers, 
Which ſerve not for his Vantage, be ſhakes off, 
And ſo ſhould you. 

Eno. Your Ships are not well Mann d, r ty 
Your Mariners are Muliters, Reapers, People, 
Ingroſt by ſwift Impreſs. In Cæſars Fleet 
Are thoſe, that often have ne pin Pompey fought, 
© Their Ships are yare, No rid 
. Shall fall you for g > bing at 1 Sea, 
Being prepar'd for Land. 

Ant. EW Sea, by Sea. 

Eno. Moſt wks Sir, you therein throw ] 

The abſolute Soldierſhip you have by Land, 
Diſtract your Army, which doth moſt conſiſt 
Of War- Barka Footmen, leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned Knowledge, quite forego 
The way which promiſes Aſſurance, and | 
Give up your ſelf meerly to chance and n 1 
From firm Security. 

Ant. Il fight at Sea. 

Cleo. I have fixty Sails, Ceſar none better. 

Ant. Our over; plus of Shipping ng will we burn, 
And 999 the _ C'S oP th* Heart of AZinm 
Beat th' approachi ar. But if we f. | 
We then — . Land. 18 E 

Enter 4 Me er, 
Thy Buſineſs? * 


Meſ. The News is true, my Lord, he is deſeried, 
Caſar bas taken Toryne. F N 

nt. Can he be there in Perſon? Tis impoſſible 
Strange, that his Power ſheuld be ſo. Canidizs, , T 
Our nineteen ons thou ſhalt hold by Land, ; U 
Aue uſand Horſe. We'll to our Ship: 
Away my Thetis, | * 
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Enter a Soldier. 


How now, worthy Soldier? 


Sold. Oh Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sea, 
Truſt not to rotten Planks : Do you miſdoubt 


This Sword, and theſe my Wounds? let th' Zgyprians 


And the Phonicians go a Ducking: we 
Have us d to Conquer ſtanding on the Earth, 


And fighting foot to foot, 


Ant. Well, well, away. [Exennt Ant. Cleo, and Enob. 
Sold. By Hercules | think I am ith? right. 


Can. Soldier thou art: but the whole Action grows. 
Not in the power on't: ſo our Leaders lead, 


And we are Womens Men. 


Sold. You keep by Land | 
The Legions and the Horſe whole, do. you not? 
Ven. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Fuſtius, 
Publicola, and Celins, 1 Sea * , 
But we keep whole b Thi of Cæſar s 
Carries wh 4 belief. em, 
Sold. While he was yet in Rome - 
His Power went out in ſuch diſtractions, 
As beguil'd all Spies. 
Can. Who's his Lieutenant, hear you? 
Sold. They fay, one Torus. 
Can. Well I know the Man. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. The Emperor calls Canidius. 
Can. With News the Time's in Labour, and throws forth 


Each minute, ſome [Exennt. 


Enter Cxſar with his Army, marching. 
Cef. Torus? 
| Tor. My Lord. | | 
Cef. Strike not by Land. Keep whole, provoke not Battel 
Till we have done at Sea, Do not exceed 4 
The Preſcript of this Scroul: Our Fortune lyes 
Upon this jump. Exit. 
Enter Antony, and Enobarbus, 
Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond fide th Hil, 
In Eye of Czſar's Battle, from which place © 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 
L And 
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And fo proceed accordingly. [ Exit. 


Canidius marching with his Land Army one way over the 
Stage, and Torus the Lieutenant of Czar the other way: 
"after their going in, is heard thenoiſe of a Sea fight. Alarum. 
Enter Enobarbuss _ 

Eno, Naught, naught, all naught, I can behold no longer; 
 Thantoniad, the Ægyptian Admiral, 
"With all their fixty flie, and turn the Rudder : 
To ſce't, mine Eyes are blaſted. 
? Enter Scarus. | 
Scar. Gods, and Goddeſſes, all the whole Synod of them! 
Eno. What's thy Paſſion? + hs 
Scar. The greater Cantle of the World is loſt 
With very ignorance, we have kiſs'd away 
Kingdoms and Provinces. | 
Eno, How appears the Fight ? 
Scay. On cur fide like the Token'd Peſtilence, 
Where Death is ſure. Your ribauld Nag of Zgype, 
- (Whom Leproſie o'er,) th? very midft o'rh* fight, 
When Vantage like a pair of Twins appear'd 
Both of the ſame, or rather ours the Elder; 
The Breeze upon her, like a Cow in June, 
Hoiſts Sails, and flies. = | £8 hy 
Eno. That I beheld: BL, 
Mine Eyes did ſicken at the fipht, and could not 
Indure a further view. ; 
Scar. She once being looft; 
The noble ruin of her Magick, Antony, 
.Claps on his Sea- wing, and like a doating Mallard, 
Leaving the Fight in ren flies after her: ; 
I never faw an Action of ſuch ſhame; : 
Experience. Manhood, Honour ner before. 
Did violate ſo it ſelf. n 
: Enter Canidius. | 
Can. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath, 
And finks moſt lamentably. Had our General 
Been what he knew himſelf, it had gone well: 
Oh he has given example for cur flight, 
Moſt groſſy by his own © + E8, 
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Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts? wo then goodnight indeed- 
Can. Toward Peloponneſus are they fled. 
Scar. Tis eaſie tot. | 
And there I will attend what further comes. . 
Can. To Ceſar will I render PRO 
My Legions and my Horſe, fix Kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding. 
Eno. I'll yet follow 
The — chance of Antony, though my Reaſon 
Sits in the Wind againſt me. | 
Enter Antony with Attendants. A 
Ant. Hark, the Land bids me tread no more upon't, 
It is aſham'd to bear me. -Friends, come hither, 
I am ſo lated in the World, that I f 
Have loſt my way for ever. I have a Ship 
Laden with Gold, take that, divide it; flie, 4 
And make your peace with Ceſar. | | 
Omnes. Fly! Not we. ä | 
Aut. 1 have fled my ſelf, and have inſtructed Cowards 
To run, and ſhew their Shoulders. Friends, be gone, 
I have my ſelf reſolv d upon a courſe, 
Which has no need of you. Be gone, 
My Treaſure's in the Harbour. Take it=——Oh, 
I follow'd that I bluſh to look upon, | 
My very Hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
Reprove the brown for raſhneſs, and they them 
For fear, and doating. Friends, be gone, you ſhall . 
Have Letters from me to ſome Friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you look not fad, 
Nor make replies of lothneſs; take the hint 
roclaims. Let them be left 
Which leave — ® has To the Sea-fide ſtraight-way : 
1 will poſſeſs you of that Ship and Treaſure, | 
Leave me, I pray, a little; pray you now —— 
Nay, do ſo; for indeed I have loſt command, 
Therefore, I pray you . Ell ſee you by and by. [Sits down. 
Euer Cleopatra, led by Charmian and Eros. 
Erss. Nay, gentle Madam, to him, comfort him. 
Iras. Do, moſt dear Queen. aches 
Char. Do? why, what cle? | 
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Cleo. Let me fit down; Oh Juno! 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, Sir? 4 
Ant. Oh fie, fie, fie. [ 

Char. Madam. 

Iras. Madam, Ob good Empreſs. 

Eros, Sir, Sir. | | 

Ant. Yes, my Lord, yes; he at Philippi ker 

His Sword een like a Dancer, while 1 ſtroo 

The lean and wrikled Ca//ius, and *twas I 

That the mad Brutus ended; he alone 

Dealt on Lieutenantry, and no practice had 

In the brave ſquares of War; yet now—— no matter 
Cleo. Ah land by. | 4 Ee, 
Eros. The Queen, my Lord, the Queen—— 

| Tras. Go to him, Madam, ſpeak to him, 

He is unqualited with very ſhame. 

Cleo, Well then, ſuſtain me: Oh! x 
Eros. Moſt noble Sir, ariſe, the Queen approaches, 
Her Head's declin'd, and Death will ſeize her, but 
Your comfort makes the reſcue, | 

Ant. I have offended Reputation; 

A moſt unnoble ſwerving —— 

Eros. Sir, the Queen. 

Ant. O whither haſt thou led me, Ægytt? ſee 
How I convey my ſhame, out of thine Eyes, | 
By looking back, on what I haye left behind 
_ in diſhonour, _ | 

zo. Oh, my Lord, my Lord; _ 

Forgive my fearful Sails; I little thought 
You would have followed. | 

Ant. Zgyps, thou knew'ſt too well, 
My Heart was to thy Rudder ty'd by th' ſtring, 
And thou ſhould'ſt towe me after. Oer my Spirit 
The full Supremacy thou knew'ſt, and that | 
Thy beck, might from the bidding of the Gods 
CO | 

Cleo, Oh, m on. 

Ant. Nowy Dat ; 
To the young Man fend humble treaties, dodge *. 
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And palter in the ſhift of lowneſs, who 
With half the bulk o'cth* World play'd as I pleas'd, 
Making and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, and that 
My Sword, made weak by my Affection, would 
Obey it on all cauſe. 
9. Pardon, pardon. 

Ant. Fall not a Tear, I fay, one of them rates 
All that is won and loſt: Give me a Kits, 
Even this repays. 
We ſent our Schoolmaſter, is he come back ? 
Love I am full of Lead; ſome Wine 
Within there, and our Viands: Fortune knows, 
We ſcorn her moſt, when moſt ſhe offers Blows. [ Exeumt. 


S CE N E : VII. Craſar's Camp. 


Enter Czſar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Thidias, with orbers. 


Caf. Let him appear that's come from Antony. 
Know you him? | 
Dol. Caſar, tis his Schoolmaſter, 
An Argument that he is pluckt, when hither 
He ſends ſo poor a Pinnion of his Wing. 
Which had ſuperfluous Kings for Meſſengers, 
Not many Moons gone by. 3 
Enter Ambaſſador from Antony, 
Ce. Approach and ſpeak. 
Amb. Such as I am, I come from Antony: 
I was of late as petty to his ends, . 21 
As is the Morn-dew on the Myrtle Leaf 


To his grand Sea. 


Caf. Be't fo, declare thine Office. ; 
Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he falutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Zgypt; which not granted 
He leſſens his Requeſts, and to thee ſues | 
To let him breath between the Heav'ns and Earth 
A private Man in Athens: this for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confeſs thy Greatneſs; 
Submits her to thy Might, and of thee craves 
The Circle of the Prolomies for her Heirs, | 
L 3 Now 
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Now hazarded to thy Grace. 
. For Antony, | | 

I — no Ears to his Requeſt. The Queen, 
Of Audience, nor Defire ſhall fail, ſo ſhe 
From Zgypt drive her all-diſgraced Friend, 
Or take his Life there, This, if ſhe perform, 
She ſhall not ſue unheard. So to them both, 

Amb. Fortune purſue thee. 

Ceſ. Bring him through the Bands: [Exit Ambaſſador. 
To try thy Eloquence, now tis time, diſpatch, 
From Antony win Cleopatra, | [To Thidias. 
And in our Name, when fhe requires, add more 
From thine invention, offers. Women are not | 
In their beſt Fortunes ſtrong; but Want will perjure 
The ne'er touch'd Veſtal. Try thy Cunning, Thidias, 
Make thine own Edict for thy pains, which we 
Will anſwer as a Law. 

Ceſ. Obierve how Antony becomes his flawy, 
And what thou thinkeſt his very Action ſpeaks 
In every power that moves. 

Thid. Caſar, I ſhall. e Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII. Alexandria. 
Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and Iras. 
Cleo. What ſhall we do, Enobarbus? ä 
Eno. Think, and dye. 
Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this? 
Eno. Antony only, that would make his Will 
Lord of his Reaſon. What though you fled , 
From that great Face of War, whoſe ſeveral ranges 
Frighted each other? Why ſhould he follow? 
The itch of his Affection ſnould not then 0 
Have nickt his Captainſhip, at ſuch a point, 
When half to half the World oppos d, he being 
The meer queſtion. Tis a ſhame no leſs 
Than was his loſs, to courſe your flying Flags, 
And leave his Navy gazing, | 
Cleo, Prithee Peace. 
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Enter Antony, with the Ambaſſador. 

Ant. Is this his Anſwer? | 

Amb. Ay, my Lord. bis 

Ant. The Qu: en ſhall then have courte e, 

So ſhe will yield us up. 

Amb. He ſays fo. 

Ant. Let her know't. 

To the Boy Ce/ar ſend this grizled Head, 
And he will fill thy Wiſhes to the brim, 
With Principalities. 

Cleo. That Head, my Lord? 

Ant. To him again, tell him he wears the Riſe * 
Of Youth upon him; from which, the World ſhould note 
Something particular; his Coyn, Ships, Legions, 

May be a Coward's, whoſe Miniſters would prevail 
Under the Service of a Child, as ſoun 

As i' th* Command of Ceſar. I dare him therefore 

To lay his gay Compariſons apart, | 

And anſwer me declin'd, Sword againſt Sword, 

Our ſelves alone; I'll write it, follow me. [Exit Anthony, 

Eno. Yes, like enough: hye-battel'd Ceſar will 
Unſtate his Happineſs, and be Stag'd to th' ſhew 
Againſt a Sworder. I ſee Mens Judgments are 
A parcel of their Fortunes, and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them 
To ſuffer all alike. That he ſheuld dream, 

Knowing all Meaſures, the full Cæſar will 
Anſwer his Emptineſs; Ceſar thou haſt ſubdu'd 
His Judgment too. 


Enter à Servant. 
Ser. A Meſſenger from Caſar. | 
Cleo. What, no more Ceremony? See my Women 
_ the blown Roſe may they ſtop their Noſe, 
That kneel'd unto the Buds, Admit him, Sir. 
Eno. Mine honeſty, and I, begin to ſquare; 
The Loyalty well held to Fools, does make 
Our Faith meer Fally : yet he that can endure 
To follow with Allegiance a fall'n Lord, 
Do's conquer him that did his Maſter conquer, 
And earns a place i' th' Story. 
A L 4 Emer 
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Enter Thidias. : 
Cleo. Ceſar's Will. 
Thid. Hear it apart. 1 
Cleo. None but Friends; ſay boldly. 
Thid. So haply are t hey Friends to Antony. 
Eno. He needs as many, Sir, as Ceſar has; 
Or needs not us. If Cæſar pleaſe, our Maſter 

Will leap to be his Friend: For as you know, 

Whoſe he is, we are, and that is Cæſar's. 4 

Thid. So. Thus then thou moſt renown'd, Ceſar intreats 

Not to conſider in what Caſe thou ſtand'ſt 

Further than he is Caſar. 

Cleo. Go on, right Royal. | 
Thid. He knows that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you feared him. | 
Cleo. Oh! _—_e7 
Thid. The Scars upon your Honour, therefore ge 

Do's pity, as conſtrained Blemiſhes, 

Not as deſerved. | 
Cleo. He is a God, and knows what is moſt right. 

Mine Honour was not yielded, but conquer'd meerly. 
Eno. To be ſure of that, I will ask Antony. 

Sir, Sir, thou art ſo leaky 

That we-muſt leave thee to thy ſinking, for b 

Thy deareſt quit thee. [Exiz Eno. 
Thid. Shall I ſay to Caſar, 

What you require of him: for he partly begs 

To be deſir d to give. It much would pleaſe him, 

That of his Fortunes you would make a Staff 

To lean upon. But it would warm his Spirits, 

To hear from me you had left Antony, 

And put your ſelf under his Shrowd, the univerſal Landlord, 
Cleo. What's your Name? 2 5 
Thid. My Name is Thidias. | 
Cleo. Moſt kind Meſſenger ; 

Say to great Ceſar this in diſputation, 

I kiſs his conqu'ring Hand: Tell him, I am prompt 

To lay my Crown at's Feet, and there to kneel. 

Tell him, that from his all-obeying Breath 

J hear the doom of Zgype, 


wt 1 . 
ICS 
" 
*Thid. 
, a”; * * 
4 > , 
24% 
* - 


8 „ 


Antony and Cleopatra, 249 


Did. *Tis your nobleſt Courſe: 
Wiſdom and Fortune combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
No Chance may ſhake it. Give me grace to lay 
My Duty on your Hand. 

Cleo. Your Ceſar's Father oft. 
When he hath mus d of taking Kingdoms in, 
Beſtow'd his Lips on that unworthy place, 
As it reign'd Kiſſes, 715 

Bunter Antony, and Enobarbus. 
An. Favours! by Fove that thunders. | 
| [Seeing Thidias kiſs her Hand. 

What art thou Fellow ? 


Thid. One that but performs 
The bidding of the fulleſt Man, and worthieſt 
To have Command obey'd, 

Eno. You will be whipp'd. 

Ant. Approach there ah you Kite! Now Gods and Devils! 
Authority melts from me of late. When I cry'd hoa! 
Like Boys unto a Muſs, Kings would ſtart forth, 

And cry Your Will. Have you no Ears? 
I am Antony yet. Take hence this Jack and whip him. 
| : Enter a Servant. 
Eno. Tis better playing with a Lion's Whelp 
Than with an old one dying. | | 

Ant. Moon and Stars ! | | 0 
Whip him: were twenty of the greateſt Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cæſar, ſhould I find them 
So fawcy with the Hand of ſhe here, what's her Name 
Since ſhe was Cleopatra — Whip him, Fellow 
*Till like a Boy you ſee him cringe his Face, . 

And whine aloud for Mercy. Take him hence. 
Thid. Mark Antony —— 

Ant. Tug him away; being whipt, 

Bring him again, the Jack of Cæſar s ſhall 

Bear us an Errand to him, _ © [Exeunt with Thidiae, 

You were half blaſted ere I knew you: Ha! 

Have I my Pillow left unpreſt in Rame, 

Forborn the getting of a lawful Race, — 

And by a Jem of Women, to be abus'd | | 
| | Ls By 
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By one that looks on Feeders? A 
Cleo. Good, my Lord 

Art, You have been a ——— 
But when we in our Vicioutneſs — - ; 
Oh miſery on'r, the wiſe Gods ſeal our Eyes 5 
In our own filth, drop our clear Judgmeats, make 1 us 
Adore our Errors, laugh: at's while we ſtrut | 4 
To our Confuſion. 

Cleo. Oh, is't come to this ? 

Ant. 1 found yon 2s 4 Morſelf cold upon 

1 Ceſar s Trencher: Nay, you were a Fragment 
Of Cneims Pompey's, befides what hotter Hours 
Unregiſtred in vulgar Fame, you have 72 
Luxuriouſly pickt out. For 1 am ſure, . 
Though you can 4 what Temperance ſhould be; | 
You know not what it is. 
Cleo. Wherefore is this? 
Ane. To let a Fellow that will take Rewards, 

And fy, God quit you, be familiar with | 
My Play-fellow, your Hand; this Ning Seal, 
And plighter of high Hearts © that I were 
Upon the Hill of Naſan, to out. Tour | 
The horned Herd, for I have Savage Cauſe, 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like | 

A 23 Neck, pour hi A1 wry 
For about him, Is he whip'd? 
be eee, with rte, 


$5 a 72 fool 4a pardon? — 
2 2 a SE Ex 
Ser. He 25 ask Favour, _ 
Ant. If that thy Father live, let him repent 
Thou waſt not made his Daughter; and be chou fe 
To follow Cæſar in his — ſince 
Thou haft been whipp'd, for following him. — 
The white Hand of a Lady Feaver thee, 
| Shake to look ont. Go get thee back to Ceſar, 
Tell him thy Entertainment: look thieufay, 
He make me angry with him. For he Teens” 
Proud and diſdainful, 'harping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was, He makes me angry, 


And 
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2 at this L. moſt e 'tis to do t: 
en m Stars, that were my former guides, 
Hlave 4 left their Orbs, and hor their Fi: es, 
Into the Abiſm of Hell. If he miſlike 

My Speech, and what is done, tell him he has 

Hiparchus, my enfranched Bondman, whom 

He may at pleaſure whip, or hang, or torture, 

As he fal like, to quit me. Urge it thou: 4 

Hence with thy ſtripes, be gone. [Exit Thid. 
Cleo. Have you done yet? E | 
Ant. Alack, our Terrene Mgon is now Eclips'd, 

And it portends alone the Fall of Antony. ö 
Cleo. I muſt ſtay his time. | 
Ant, To flatter Ceſar, would you mingle Eyes 

With one that ties his Points? 
Cleo. Not know me yet? | 
Ant, Cold-hearted toward me? 
Cleo. Ah, Dear, if 1 be fo, | 

From my cold Heart let Heay'n ingender Hail, 

And poiſon it in the Source, and the firſt Stone 

Drop in my Neck ; as it determines, fo 

Diſſolve my Life; the next Ceſar ſmite, 

*Till by degrees the Memory of my Womb, 

Together with my brave Ægyptians all, 

By the diſcattering of this peiletted ftorm, 

Lie Graveleſs, till the Flies and Gnats of Nile 

Have buried them for Frey. 

Ant. I am ſatisfied: 

Ceſar ſets down in Alexandria, where 

I will oppoſe his Fate. Our Force by Land 

Hath nobly held, and ſever'd Navy too | 

Have knit again, and Fleat, threat'ning' moſt Sea: like: 

Where haſt thou been, my Heart? doſt thou hear, Lady? 

If from the Field I ſhall return once more 

To kiſs theſe Lips, I will appear in-Blogd, 

I, and my Sword, will earn my Chrotucle, 

TAXETRIEWT yer... >, 
Cleo. That's my brave Lord. 5 | 
Ant. I will be treble-finewed, hearted, breath d, 

And fight maljciouſly: tar When mine Hours 
f 8 'y Were 


0 


* 
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Were nice and lucky, Men did ranſome Liyes 
Of me for Jeſts; but now, Il! ſet my Teeth, 


And ſend to darkneſs all that ſtop me. Come, 
Let's have one other Fu Night: Call to me 


All my fad Captains, fill our Bowls; once more 
Let's mock the Midnight Bell. 
Cleo. It is my Birth-day, | 
I had thought t'have held it poor. But fince my Lo 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 
Ant. We will yet do well. | 
Cleo. Call all his noble Captains to my Lord. 
Ant. Do fo, we'll ſpeak to them, and to Night Ill force 
The Wine peep through their Scars. Comeon, my Queen, 
There's ſap int yet. The next time I do fight . 
Fil make Death love me: for I will con | 
Even with his Peſtilent Scythe. [Exennt, 
Eno. Now he'll out-ſtare the Lightning; to be furious 
Is to be frighted out of Fear, and in that Mood . 
The Dove will peck the Eſtridge; and 1 ſee till 
A diminution in our Captain's Brain 
Reſtores his Heart; when Valour preys on Reaſon, 
It eats the Swords it fights with: I will ſeek | 
Some way to leave him. Exit. 


ACT Ww. SCENE I 
SCENE Caſar's Camp. 


Enter Czſar, Agrippa, and Mecznas with his Army. | 
reading a Letter. © F 


&Ff E calls me Boy, and chides as he had Power 

E- To beat me out of Zgypr. My Meſſenger 

He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to Perſonal Combat; | 

k — — to Antony, Let the old Ruffian know, 
I have many other ways ts die: mean time 
Laugh at this Challenge. e 
AMec. Cæſar muſt think, 


When 


— 
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When one ſo great begins to rage, he's hunted * 
Lyen to falling, Give bim no cath, but now 
Make boot of his Diſtraction: Neyer Anger 
Made good Guard for it ſelf. 

Ce. Let our beſt Heads know,” © 
That to Morrow the laſt of Battels | 
We mean to fight. Within our Files there are, 
Of thoſe that ſerv Mark Antony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 
And feaſt the Army, we have ſtore to dot, 
And they have earn d the waſte, Poor Antony! [Exennt?. 


8Q E NE II. Alexandria. 


Enter Antony and Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, 
Alexas, with others. 
. Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius. 
Bio. No? 

Ant. Why fhould be not? | 
Ens. He thinks, being twenty times of better Fortune, 
He is twenty Men to one. | 

Ant. To Morrow, Soldier, 
By Sea and Land I'll fight: or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying Honour in the Blood, 
Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well? 
Eno. III ſtrike, and cry, take all. 
Ant. Well ſaid, come on: 
Call forth my Houſhold Servants, let's to Night 
| Enter Servants. 
Be bounteous at our Meal, Give me thy 
Thou haſt been rightly honeſt, ſo haſt thou, 
And thou, and thou, and thou: you have ſerv'd me well, 
And Kings have been your Fellows. N 
Cleo. What means this? - | 
Eno. Tis one of thoſe odd Tricks which Sorrow ſhoots: 
Out of the Mind. | 4d 
Ant. And thou art honeſt too: 
I wiſh I could be made ſo many Men, 
And all of you clapt up eter, in 
An Antony, that I might do you Service, 
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So good as you have done. 
Omnes. The Gods forbid! 8 | 
Ant. Well, my good Fellows, wait on me to Night; 
| Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me WR” 
As when mine Empire was your F cllow too, 
And ſuffered my command. p 

Cleo. What does he mean? 

Eno. To make his Followers weep. 

Ant. Tend me to Night ; 

May be it is the period of your Duty, 

Haply you ſhall not ſee me more, or if, 

A mangled Shadow. Perchance to Morrow, 
You'll ſerve another Maſter. I look on you, 

As one that takes his leave. Mine honeſt Friends, 
I turn you not away, but like a Maſter 

Married to your good Service, ſtay till Death: 
Tend me to Night two Hours, I ask no more, 
And the Gods yield you for't. 

Eno. What mean you, Sir, i 
To. give them this diſcomfort? Look, you weep. 
And I, an Aſs, am Onion- ey d; for ſname, 
Transform us not to Women. 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho: 2 eee 
Now the Witch take me, if I meant it thus. | 
Grace grow where thoſe drops fall; my hearty Friends, 
You take me in too dolorous a ſenſe; ” 
For I ſpake to you for your Comfort, did deſire you 
To burn this Night with Torches : know, my Hearts, 
1 hope well of to-Morrow, and will lead you, 
Where rather Il expect victorious Life, PET 

Than Death, and Honour. Let's to Supper, come, 
And drown Conſideration. F | 
\ Enter a Company of Soldiers. ws 

1 Sold. Brother, good . 7e Morrow is the Day, 

2 Sold. It will determine ane way: Fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing ſtrange about the Streets? 

1 Sold. Nothing: what News? ; 
2 Sold. Belike tis but a Rumour, good Night you, : 
1 Sold, Well, Sir, good Night, tied ron 

i [They meet with other Soldiers. 
— 2 Sold,” 


' 


9 
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2 Sold. Soldiers, have carefn! Watch, | | 
1 Sold. And you, Good Night, good Night. 
[They place themſelves in every corner of the Stage. 
2 Sold. Here we; and if to Morrow 
Our. Navy thrive, I have an abſolute hope 
Our Landmen will ſtand up. 
1 Sold, *Tis a brave Army, and full of Purpoſe. 
[ Muſick f the. Hoboyes is under the Stage: 
2 Sold. Peace, w. Noite? 
1 Sold. Lift, liſt! 
2 Sold, Hark! 
1 Sold. Muſick 'th' Air. 
3 Sold. Under the Earth. 


It fings well, do's it nat? 
2 Sold, No. 
4 Sold, Peace I ſay: what ſhould this mean? 


2 Sold. *Tis the god Hercules, who loved Antony, 
Now leaves him. | 
1 Sold. Walk, let's fee if other Watchmen 
Do hear-what we do? 
© 2 Sold. How now, Maſters? ' [Speak _ | 
Omnes. How now? how now ? do you hear this? 
1 Sold, Is't not ſtrange? 
3 Sold. Do you hear, Maſters? Do you hear? 
1 Sold. Follow the noiſe ſo far as we have . 
Let's ſee how it will give eff. | 
.Omnes. Content: tis ſtran 
Enter Antony and eopatra, wich others. 
Ant. Eros, mine Armor, Eros. 
Cleo. Sleep a little. 
Aut. No, my Chuck: Eros, come, mine Armour, Eros, | 
Enter Eros. 
Come, my good Fellow, put thine Iron on; 
If Fortune be not ours to Day, it is 
Becauſe we brave her. Come, 
What's this for? Ah, let be, ler es art | 
| The Armourer of my Heart; Falls falſe This this, 
Sooth-law I'll help: Thus it muſt de. 


[Exennt. 


* 
Ant, 
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en. Well, well, we ſhall era 
Seeſt thou, my good Fellow. put on thy Deſences 
Eno. Briefly, Sir. | 
Cleo. Is not this buckled well? 
Ant. Rarely, rarely: n u 0 
He that — this, till we do pleaſes een Bonk nit) . 
To dof t for our Repoſe, ſhall hear a Storm. 
Thou fumbleſt Eros, and my Queen's 4 Squire 
More tight at this; Diſpatch. O Love, 
That thou couldſt ſee my Wars to Day, and knew 2 
The Royal Occupation, thou ſhouldſt ſee 11 
13 5 „ le 
Enter an armed Soldier, 
Good Morrow to thee, welcome.. 
Thou look'ſt like him that knows a warlike Charge: 
To Buſineſs that we love, we riſe betime, r IP 
And go to't with delight. | 
Sold. A thouſand, Sir, 
Early though't be, have on their Rivetted trim. ; 
And at the Port expect you, [Shout Trumpets four iſh 
Enter Captains and Soldiers; * 
"a The Morn is fair; F | 
All. Good Morrow, General. * 
Ant. Tis well blovyn, Lad. 2521 
Tis d Morning like the Spirit of a Youth- - 
That means to be of Note, begins betimes. - | 0 


1 


„ 


So, ſo; Come give me that, what ere becomes of me, N 
Fare thee well, Dame, what ere becomes of me, 

This is a Soldier's kifs: rebukeable; -  - - - 3 
And worthy ſhameful Check it were, to and P 
On more Mechanick Compliment, I'll leave the, 8 


Now, like a Man of Steel. You that will fight, 
Follow me cloſe, I'll bring you to't: Adieu. [Exennt, 
Char. Pleaſe you to retire to your Chamber? 25 2 


1 th Milian that he 4 
He goes forth gallantly: e and Ceſar "ay 
Determine this great War in ſingle 7 3 Irre W a 
Then A392 — but now —— Well on. L Exount. | 

Trumpets ſound. Enter Antony and. Eros. ; A 


Eros. The Gods make this a a happy Day to Antony. 
Aut. 
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Ant Would thou, and thoſe thy Scars had once prevail d 
To make me 6ght at Land. | 
Eros. Hadſt thou done ſo, | 
The Kings that have revolted, and the Soldier 
That has this Morning left thee, would have ſtill 
Followed thy Heels. 
Ant. Who's gone this Morning? 3 145 
Eros. Who? one ever near thee. Call for Enobarbus, 
He ſhall not hear thee, or from Cæſars Camp 
Say, I am none of thine. 
Ant. What ſay'ſt thou ? 
Sold. Sir, he is with Ceſar. | : 
Eros. Sir, his Cheſts and Treaſure he has not with him. 
Ant. Is he gone? 
Sold. Moſt certain. 
Ant. Go, Eros, ſend his Treaſure after, do it, 
Detain no jot, I charge thee: write to him, 
I will ſubſcribe, gentle Adieus, and Greetings: 
Say, that I wiſh he never find more Cauſe 
To change a Maſter, Oh my Fortunes have 
Corrupted honeſt Men. Diſpatch, Eros. Exeunt. 


8 CEN E HI. Cafar Camp. 
Enter Czſar, Agrippa, with Enobarbus, and Dolabella. 


Cef. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the Fight: 
Our Will is Antony be took alive; 

Make it ſo known. | 

Agr. Ceſar, I ſhall. 

Cef. The time of univerſal Peace is near; 
Prove this a proſp'rous Day, the three-nook'd World 
Shall bear the Olive freely. 8 ' 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

2 — is come into the Field. | by" ug 

Go char ippa, | 
Plant thoſe ws, vw. gh. * in the Van, 
That 2 may ſeem to ſpend his Fury 
Upon himſelf. 2 | | L Exe. 

Eno. Alexas doth revolt, and went to Zewry on 
Affairs of Antony; there did perſwade 


% 


Great 
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Great Herod to incline himſelf te | 
And leave his Maſter Antony. For t is pains 
ar hath hang d him: Canidius and the reſt 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable Truſt: I have done ill, 
Of which I do accuſe my ſelf fo . 
That I will joy no more. 
Munter à Soldier o Cæſar i. 
Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 
Hath after thee ſent all thy Treaſure, with 
His Bounty over-plus. The Meſſenger 
Came on my Guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Unloading | of his Mules. 
Eno. I give it you. 
Sold, Mock not, Enobarbus, 
J tell you true: Beſt you ſee fafe the ringer 
Out of the Hoaſt: I muſt attend mine Office, 
Or would have done't my ſelf. Your Emperor 
Continues ſtill a Feve. | 
Ens, I am alone the Villain of the Earth, 
And feel I am ſo moſt, Oh 


[Exit 


Thou Mine of Bount = wouldf thou have paid 


My better Service, my Turpitude 


Thou doſt fo crown with Gold. This bows my Heart; 


If (wife Thought break it not, a ſwiſted mean 


Shall out · ſtrike Thought; but Thought will dot, I fee, 


1 fight againſt thee! — No, I will go ſeek 


Some Ditch, where I may die; the foul'ſt beſt fits 


My latter part of Life. 


[Exit, 


SC E NE IV. Before the Walls of Alexandria, 


Alarum. Drums and Trumpets. Enter Apripps 
Ar. Retire, we have engag'd our ſelves too far: 


Ceſar himſelf has Work, and our Oppreſſion 
Exceeds what we expected. 


Alarum. Enter Antony, and Scarus wounded. 
Scar. O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed. 
Had we done ſo at firſt, we had droven them home 


With Clouts abouts about their Head. 


. 
. % 8 * 
, Ant, 
- 
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Aut. Thou bleed'ſt apace. Fo 
Scar. I had a Wound here that was like a T, 
But now tis made an H. 
Ant. They do retire. - 
Scar. We'll beat em into Bench-holes, I have yet 
Room for fix ſcotches more. 
Enter Eros. 4 
Eros. They are beaten, Sir, and our Advantage ſerves 
For a fair Victory. 
Scar. Let us ſcore their Backs, 
And ſnatch em up, as we take Hares behind, 
Tis ſport to maul a Runner. 
Ant. I will reward thee 
Once for thy ſprightly Comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good Valour. Come thee on. | 
Scar. I'll halt after. [Exemnt, 
Mlarum. Enter Antony 2 a March, Scarus, with 


5, * 
Ant. We have beat him to his Camp; run one before, 
And let the Queen knew of our Gueſts; to morrow © 
Befare the Sun ſhall ſee's, we'll ſpill the Blood 
That has to day eſcap'd. I thank you all, 
For doughty handed are you, and have fought - 
Not as you ſery'd the Cauſe, but as't had been 
Each Man's like mine; you have ſhewn all Hedors, 
Enter the City, clip your Wives, your Friends, 
Tell them your Feats, whilſt they with joyful Tears 
Waſh the congealment from your Waunds, and kiſs 
The honour'd gaſhes whole. Give me thy Hand. ¶ To Scarus. 
| | Enter Cleopatra. | 

To this great Faiery I'll commend thy acts, 
Make her Thanks bleſs thee. O thou day o'th' World, 
Chain mine arm'd Neck, leap thou, Attire and all, 
Through of Harneſs to my Heart, and there 
Ride on the Pants triumphing. 

Cleo. Lord of Lords, | 
Oh infinite Virtue, comꝭſt thou ſmiling from 
The World's great Snare uncaught ? 

Ant. My 8 | v1. | 
We have beat them to their Bede. What, Girl, thoughgray 


— 
o 
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Do ſomething mingle with our younger brown, yet ba wre 
A Brain that nouriſhes our Nerves, and can 
Get gole for gole of Youth. Behold this Man, 
Commend unto his Lips thy ſavouring Hand, 
, Kiſs it my Warrior: He hath fought to Day, 

As if a God in hate of Mankind | 
Deſtroyed in ſuch a Shape. 

Cleo. III give thee, Friend, 
An Armour all of Gold; it was a King's. B 

Ant. He has deſery'd it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phoebus Car. Give me thy Hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 
Bear our hackt Targets, like the Men that owe them, 
Had our great Palace the capacity 
To camp this Hoaft, we all would ſup together, 
And drink Carqwſes to the next Day's Fate 
Which promiſes Royal Peril. Trumpeters 
With brazen din blaſt you the Cities Ear, 
Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 3 
That Heav'n and Earth may ſtrike their ſounds together, 
Applauding our Approach. | [Zena 


SCENE v. Cefar, Comp. 


Enter & Century, and his Company, Enobarbus follows, 
Cent. If we be not reliev'd within this Hour, 
We muſt return to th Court of Guard; the Night 
In ſhiny, and they fay, we ſhall embattel at. 
By th'{econd Hour i'th' Morn. | 
1 Watch. This laſt Day was a fhrewd one tos. 
Ezo. Oh bear me witneſs Night, | 
2Watch, What Man is this? 
1 Watch, Stand cloſe, and lift him. 
Eno: Be witneſs to me, O thou bleſſed Moon, 
When Men revolted ſhall upon Record 
Bear hateful Memory; poor Enerbarbus did 
Before thy Face repent. 
Cent, Enobarbus? n 
3 Watch, Peace; hark further. 
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Eno, Oh Sovereign Miſtreſs of true Melancholy, 
The peiſonous Damp of Night diſpunge upon me, 
That Life, a. very Rebel to my Will, i 
May hang no longer on me. Throw my Heart 
Againſt the flint and hardneſs of my Fault, - 
Which bang dried with Grief, will break to Powder, 
And finifh all foul Thoughts. Oh Antony, 
Nobler than my Revolt is infamous, 
Forgive me in chine own Particular, 
But let the World rank me in Regiſter || 
A Maſter-leayer, and a Fugitive: 
Oh Antony! Oh Antony! Dias. 
1 Watch. Let's ſpeak to him. 
Sem. Let's hear him, for the things he ſpeaks 
May concern Cæſar. 
2 Watch. Let's do ſo, but he Neeps 
Cent. Swoons rather, for ſo bad a Prayer as his 


Was never yet for ſleep. 
I Hatch. 8 0 "MN a” 
2 Hab. Awake, Sir, awake, ſpeak to us. 

1 Watch. Hear you, Sir? | 

Cent. The Hand of Death hath caught him. 

I Drums afar off. 

Hark how the Drums demurely wake the Sleepers: 
Let us bear him to th' Court of Guard; he is of note. 
Our Hour is fully our. wy | 

2 Watch. Come on then, he may recover yet. ¶ Exeum 


SCENE VI. Between the two Camps, 


Enter Antony, and Scarus, with their Army. 

Ant. Their Preparation is to Day by Sea, 
We pleaſe them not by Land. 12 | 
Star. For both, my Lord. | 


_— „ „ LEES — 
— 


Ant. 1 would they d fight ith Fire, or in the Air, 
We'd fight there too. But this it is, our Foot | 
Upon the Hills WT to the'City 
Shall ſtay with us. Order for Sea is given, 

They have put forth the Haven: Further on, 
Where their Appointment we may beſt diſcoyer, 
And look on their Endeavour. 5 


” 
—— — — —— — 
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1 Enter Cæſar, and his A 
Ceſ: But being charg d, we will be ſtil by Land; 
Which as I he t we ſhall; for his beſt force 
Is forth to Man his Gallies. To the Vales, | 
And hold our beft Adyantage.  [Exennt. 
[ Alarum afar off, as at 4 th 
Enter Antony and Scarus. 
Ant. Yet they are not join'd: 
Where yond Pine ſtands, 7 ſhall diſcover all. 
I'Il bring thee word ftraight, how tis like to go. Carb. 
Scar. Swallows have built 
In Cleopatra's Sails their Neſts. The Auguries 
Say, they know not they cannot ll look rim, 
And dard not ſpeak their Knowledge. Autenyß 
Is valiant, and dejected, and by ſtarts, oy 
His fretted Fortunes give him Hope and Fear 


Of whit he has, and has not. | Exit, 
SCENE VII. Alexandria. 
Enter Antony. 
Ant. All is loſt! 


This foul Egyptian bath betray'd me! 

My Fleet hath yielded to. the Foe, and tor erz 

They caft their Caps up, and Carouſe to gether 

Like Friends long loft. Triple-turn'd Whore! tis thou 
-Haft fold me to this Novice, and my Heart 

Makes only Wars on thee, Bid them all fly: 

För when I am reveng'd upon my Charm, 

I have done all. Bid them all fly, 2 gone. 

Oh Sun, thy upriſe ſhall I ſee no ax | 

Fortune and Antony part here, eyen kere 

Do we ſhake Hands All come to this! The Hearts 
That pannelled me at Heels, to whom I gave 

Their Wiſhes, do diſ- candy, melt their Sweets 

On bloſſoming Caſar: this Pine is bark'd, 

That over-topt them all. Betray'd I am. 

Oh this falſe Soul of Ægypt! this grave Charm, 

Whoſe Eye beck'd forth. my Wars, and call'd them home: 
: Whoſe Boſom was ny Crownet, my chief End, 
7 Like 


_ — — . ___w__—rr—_— — —— 
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Like a right Gipſie, hath at faſt and looſe 
uil'd me, to the very Heart of loſs. 


What Eros, Eros! 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou Spell! Avant. 
Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag d againſt his Love? 
Aut. Vaniſh, or I ſhall give thee thy deſerving, 

And blemiſh Cæſars Triumph. Let him take thee, 

And hoiſt thee up to th' ſhouting Plebeians ; 

Follow his Chariot, like the greateſt | 

Of all thy Sex. Moſt Monſter like be ſhewn 

For poor ſt Diminutives, for Dolts; and let 

Patient Octavia plough thy Viſage up | | 

With her prepared Nails. Tis well thou'rt gone, 


9 , Exit Cleopatra; 
If it be well to live. But better *ewyere ö 
Thou fell ſt into my Fury, for one Death 
Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa! | 
The Shirt of Neſſus is upon me; teach me, 

Alcides, thou mine Anceſtor, thy Rage: 
Let me lodge Licas on the Horns o'thi Moon, 
And with thoſe Hands that graſpt the heavieſt Club, 
Subdue my worthieſt ſelf. The Witch ſhall die; 
To the young Roman Boy ſhe hath fold me, and 1 fall 
Under his Plot : She dies for't. Eros, hoa! Exit. 
Euter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian.* 
Cleo. Help me, my Women! Oh he is more md 
Than Telamon for his Shield, the Boar of Theſſaly 
Was never ſo imboſt. | | ; 
Char. To th' Monument, there lock your ſelf, 
And ſend him Word you are dead: , 
The Soul and Body rive not more in parting, il 
1 2 


— 
. 
—_—— 


Then Greatneſs going off. 
Cleo. To th Monument; An 
Mardian, go tell him I have ſlain my ſelf, 
Say, that the laſt I ſpoke was Antony, | 
And word it, prithee, pitiouſly, Hence, Mardian, 
And'bring me how he takes my Death to th' ay — [] 
WL Exeunt. 
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SCENE VIII. Cleopatra's Palace; 


Enter Antony and Eros. 


Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'ſt me? 
Eros. Ay, noble Lord. 
Ant; Sometime we fee a Cloud that's Dragoniſh, 
A Vapour ſometime, like a Bear, or Lion, 
A tower'd Cittadel, a pendant Rock, 
A forked Mountain, or blue Promontory 
With Trees upon't, that nod unto the World, 
And mock our Eyes with Air. Thou haſt ſeen theſe Signs, 


They are black Veſper's Pageants. 


Eros. Ay, my Lord. 
an. That which is now a Horſe, even with a Thought 


The Rack diſlimn's, and makes'it indiſtinct 

As Water is in Water. 2 

Eros. It do's, my Lord. 

A. My good Knave, Eros, now thy Captain is 
Even ſuch a Body; here I am Antony, 

Yet cannot hold this viſible Shape, my Knave. 

I made theſe Wars for Egypt, and the Queen, 

Whoſe Heart I thought 1 had, for ſhe had mine; 

Which whilft it was mine, had annext unto'c 

A million more, now loſt; ſhe, *Eros, has 

Packt Cards with Ceſar, and falſe plaid my Glory 

Unto an Enemy's Triumph. ch 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is left us 

Our ſelves to end our ſelves. Oh the vile Lady! 

| Enter Mardian. ; 

She has robb'd me of my Sword. | 
Mar. No, Antony, 

My Miſtreſs lov'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 

With thine intirely. OP 2 00 5 % 
Ant. Hence, fawcy Eunuch, Peace, ſhe hath betraid me 

And ſhe ſhall die the Death. | | 
Mar. Death of one Perſon can be paid but once, 

And that ſhe has diſcharg d. What thou would'ſt do 

Is done uato thy Hand; the laſt ſhe[{pake 
Was Antony! moſt noble Antony! 5 


Then 


. 8 
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Then in the midſt a tearing Groan did break 
The Name of Antony; It was divided. 
Between her Heart and Lips; ſhe rendred Life 
Thy Name fo buried in her. 

Ant, Dead then? 

Mar. Dead. 
| + Hint. Unarm me, Eros, the long Day's task is done, 
And we muſt ſleep; that thou depart'ſt hence fate 
Does pay thy Labour richly ; go. Oh, pluck off, 

/ [ Exit Mardian. 

The ſeven- fold Shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery from my Heart. Oh cleave my ſides. 


Heart, once be ſtronger than thy Continent. ¶ Unarminghimſelf. 


Crack thy frail Cate. Apace, Eros, apace, 

No more a Soldier — bruiſed pieces go, 

You have been nobly born; from me a while. [Exit Eros 
I will 'o'er-take thee, Cleopatra, and | x 
Weep for my pardon. So it muſt be, for now 

All length is Torture; ſince the Torch is out, 

Lye down and ſtay no further. Now all labour 

Marrs what it does, yea, very force entangles 

It ſelf with ſtrength; ſeal then and all is done. 

Eros! — I come, my Queen Eros! Stay for me, 


Where Souls do couch on Flowers, we'll Hand in Hand, 


And with our ſprightly Port make the Gholts gaze; 
Dido and her ZExeas ſhall want Troops, 
And all the haunt be ours. Come, Eros, Eros! 
Enter Eros. 

Eros. What would my Lord? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 
I have liv'd in ſuch diſhonour, that the gods 
Deteſt my Baſeneſs. I, that with my Sword 
Quarter'd the World, and o'er green Neptune s Back 
With Ships, made Cities, condemn my felf, to lack 
The Courage of a Woman; leſs noble minded 
Than ſhe which, by her Death, our Cæſar tells, 
I am Conqueror of my ſelf. Thou art ſworn, Eros, 
That when the exigent ſhould come, which now 
Is come indeed, when I ſhould fee behind me 
Tb inevitable Proſecution of Diſgrace =» 

on A. 


— — 


266 Antony and Cleopatra. 


And horrour, that on my command, thou then 

Wouldſt kill me. Do't, the time is come: 

Thou ſtrik'ſt not me, till Ceſar thou defeat ſt. 

Put colour in my Cheek. : 
Eros. The Gods with-hold me, 

Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts, 

Though Enemy, loſt aim, and could not ? 

Ant. Eros, 

Wouldſt thou be window'd in great Rome, and ſee 

Thy Maſter thus with pleacht Arms, bending down 

His corrigible Neck, his Face ſubdu'd &5 | 

To penetrative ſhame: whilſt the wheel'd ſeat 

Of fortunate Cæſar drawn before him, branded 

His baſeneſs that enſued? 

Eros. I would not ſee't. 

Ant. Come then; for with a Wound I muſt be cur d. 
Draw that thy honeſt Sword which thou haſt worn 
Moſt uſeful for thy Country. | 

Eros. Oh, Sir, pardon me. 

Ant. When I did make thee free, ſwor'ſt thou not then 
To do this when I bad thee? Do it at once, 

Or thy precedeat Services are all 

But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turn from me then that noble Countenance, 
Wherein the worſhip of the whole World lyes. 

Ant. Lo thee, Turning from him. 

Eros. My Sword is drawn. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 
The thing why-thou haſt drawn it. | 4 

Eros. My dear Maſter, ä 
My Captain, and my Emperor, Let me ſay, 

Before I ftrike this bloody ſtroke, farewell 
Ant. Tis ſaid, Man, and farewel. * 
Eros. Farewel, great Chief. Shall I ſtrike now ? 
Ant. Now, Eros. | # 


Eros, Why there then [Eros kills himſelf. 
Thus I do eſcape the Sorrow of Antony's Death. 
Ant. Thrice nobler than my ſelf, 


Thou teacheſt me, oh valiant Eros, what 
I ſhould, and thou could'ſt not; my Queen and Eros 
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Have by their brave Iaſtruction got upon me 
A nobleneſs in Record. But I will be 
A Bridegroom in my Death, and run into t 
As to a Lover's Bed. Come then, and Eros, 
Thy Maſter dies thy Scholar; to do thus [ Falling on his Sword. 
J learnt of thee, How, not dead? not dead? —— 
The Guard how! ——oh diſpatch me. 
Enter Decretas and Guard. 

1 Guard. What's the noiſe? 

Ant. 1 have done my Work ill, Friends: 
O make an end of what I have begun. 

2 Guard, The Star is faln. 

1 Guard. And time is at his Period. 

All. Alas, and woe! 

Ant. Let him that loves me, ſtrike me dead. 

1 Guard, Not I. 
2 Guard, Not I. 

3 Guard, Nor any one. F Exeun 

Dec. Thy Death and Fortunes bid thy Followers fly. 
This Sword but ſhewyn to Ceſar with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Where's Antony? 

Dec. There, Diomed, there. 

Dio. Lives he? wilt thou not anſwer, Man? 
Ant. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy Sword, an 

give me 

Sufficing ſtrokes for Death. 

Dio. Moſt abſolute Lord, 
My Miſtreſs Cleopatra ſent me to thee. 
An. When did ſhe ſeud thee ? 

Dio. Now, my Lord. | 

Ant. Where is ſhe? 

Dio. Locktin her Monument. She had a propheſying Fea 
Of what hath come to paſs; for when ſhe ſaw, 
Which never, ſhall be found, you did ſulpe& _ 
She had diſpos d with Ceſar, and that your Rage 
Would not be purg d, ſhe ſent you word ſhe was dead 
But fearing fince how it might work, hath ſent 
Me to proclaim the truth, and 1 am come, 
I dread, too late. M a Au. 
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£1t. Too late, good Diomed; call my Guard I prethee: 

Dio. What ho! the Emperor's Guard. : 

The Guard, what hoa! Come, your Lord calls. 
Euter the Guard. 

Ant. Bear me, good Friends, where Cleopatra bides, 
"Tis the laſt Service that I ſhall command you, 

Guard. Woe! woeare we, Sir! you may not live to wear 
All your true Followers out. ; ; 

All. Moſt heavy day! 

Ant. Nay, good my Fellows, do not pleaſe ſharp Fate 
To grace it with your Sorrows. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to puniſh us, and we puniſh it | 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up, 


I have led you oft, carry me now, good Friends, 
And have my thanks for all. [ Exeunt bearing Antony: 


r 


ACT V. SCENE I. 

SCENE A Maguificont Monument: 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras, above. 

Charmian, 1 will never go from hence, 


Cleo. 
Char. Be comforted, dear Madam, 
Gleo. No, I will not: 54%} | 


All ſtrange and terrible Events are welcome, 


But Comforts we deſpiſe; our fize of Sorrowy 
Proportion'd to our cauſe, muſt be as great | 
As that which makes it. FE 8 
Enter Diomedes. 4 
How now ? Is he dead? 5 
Dio. His Death's upon him, but not dead: 
Look out oth' other fide your Monument, 


His Guard have brought him hither. 


| Euter Antony, born by the Guard. 
Cles. O Sun, Ch 
Burn the great Sphere thou mov'ſt in, darkling ſtand 
The varying Shore o th. World. O. Aatony! Antony! ** 
c 


Co 
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Help Charmian, help Iras, help; help, Friends, 
Below, let's draw him hither. | 

Ant. Peace. 
Not Ceſar's Valour hath ofer-thrown- Antony, 
But Antony hath triumpht on himfelf: 

Cles. So it ſhould be, that none but Antony 
Should Conquer Antony, but woe tis ſo.- 

Ant. I am dying, Zgypr, dying; only- 
I here importuge Death a while, until 
Of many thouſand Kiſſes the poor laſt 
I lay upon thy Lips. 

Cleo. I dare not, Dear, 
Dear my Lord, pardon; I dare not, 
Left I be taken; not th'imperious ſhew' 
Of the full-fortun'd Ceſar, ever ſhall EY 
Be brooch'd with me; if Knife, Drugs, Serpents have, 
Edge, Sting, or Operation, 1 am ſafe: 
Your Wife O&avia, with her modeſt Eyes, 
And ſtill concluſion, ſhall acquire no Honour, 
Demuring upon me. But, come, eome, Antony, 
Help me, my Women, we mult draw thee up 
Aſſiſt, good Friends. 

Ant. Oh quick, or I am — | 

Cleo. Here's ſport indeed; how heavy weighs my Lord! 
Our ftrength is all gone into heayineſs, 
That makes the weight. Had I great unos Power, 
The ſtrong wing d Mercury ſhould fetch thee up, 
And ſet thee by Fove's fide, Yet come a little, 
Wiſhers were ever 1 come, come, yo, HR | 

— [ aw Antony up to tra. 

And welcome, welcome. Die when hou haſt liv'd; | 
Quicken with kiſſing; had my Lips that power, 
Thus would I wear them out. 

All, Oh heavy fight! K 

Ant. I am dying, Zgypt, dying. ä 
Give me ſome Wine, and let me ſpeak a little. 

Cleo. No, let me ſpeak, and let. me rail ſo high. 
That the falſe Huſwife, Fortune, break her Wheel, 
Provok d by my Offence. 

An. One word, ſweet Queen. 
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Of Ceſar ſeek your Honour, with your Safety Oh 
Cleo. They do not not go together. 
Ait. Gentle, hear me, 
None about Ceſar truſt, but Praculeius. | 
Cleo. My Reſolution, and my Hands, 11! truſt, 
None about Caſar. | | 
Ant. The miſerable change now at my End, 
Lament nor ſorrow at: But pleaſe your Thoughts 
In feeding them with thoſe my former Fortunes, 
Wherein I liv'd. The greateſt Prince eth World, 
The nobleſt once; and now not baſely die, 
Nor Cowardly, put off my Helmet to 
My Countryman. A Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquiſh'd, Now my Spirit is going, 
I can no more — {Antony Dias, 
Cleo, Nobleſt of Men woe't die? | 
Haſt thou no care of me?. ſhall I abide | 
In this dull World, which in thy Abſence is 
No better than a Stye? O ſee, my Women! 
The Crown, o'th' Earth doth melt My Lord. 
Oh wither'd is the Garland of the War, 
The Soldiers Pole is fall'n: Young Boys and Girls 
Are level now with Men; the odds is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkable, 
Beneath the viſiting Moon, s faith, 
Char. Oh quictneſs. Lady. _. 
Iras: She's dead too, our Sovereign. 


Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam —— 
Iras, Royal Agypt! Empreſs 
Char. Peace, peace, Iras. | T 
- Cleo. No more but a meer Woman, and commanded. 
By ſuch poor Paſſion, as the Maid that milks, 
And does the meaneſt Chares. It were for me 
To throw my Scepter at th injurious Gods, 
To tell them that this World did equal theirs, 
Till they had ſtoln our Jewel. All's but naught: 
Patience is ſottiſh, and Impatience does | 
Become a Dog that's mad: Then is it Sin, 


* 
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To ruſh into the ſecret Houſe of Death, 

Ere Death dare come to us? How do you, Women? 

What, what good cheer? why how now, Charmian? 

My nable Girls ? — Ah, Women, Women! Look, 

Our Lamp is ſpent, it's out — Good Sirs, take Heart, 

We'll bury-him : And then what's brave, what's noble, 

Let's do't after the high Roman Faſhion, 

And make Death proud to take us. Come, away, 
This caſe of that — Spirit now is cold. 

Ah, Women, Women! Come, we have no Friend, 

But Reſolution, and the briefeſt End. 

U Exeunt, bearing off Antony's Body. 


8 C E N E. VII. Czſar's Camp. 


Enter Caſar, Agrippa, Dolabella, and Menas. 


Caf. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield, 
Being fo fruftrate, tell him, 
He mocks the pawſes that he makes. A 
Dol. Ceſar, I ſhall. | 
Enter Decretas with the Sword of Antony. 
Caf. Wherefore is that? and what art thou that dar 
Appear thus to us? | 
Dec. I am called Decretas, = 
Mark Antony ſery'd, who beſt was worth 
Beſt to be ſerv'd ; whilſt he ſtood up, and poke, 
He was my Maſter, and I wore my Life | 
To ſpend upon his Haters. If thou pleaſe 
To take me to thee; as I was to him, 
I'll be to Ceſar: If thou pleaſeſt not, 
I yield thee up my Life. 
- Caf. What is't thou ſayeſt? 
Dec. I ſay, Oh Ceſar, Antony is dead. 
Ceſ. The breaking of fo great a thing, ſhould make 
A greater Crack. The round World 
Should have ſhook Lions into civil Streets, 
And Citizens to their Dens. The Death of Anony 
Is not a fingle Doom, in the Name lay 
A moiety of the World. — 
| | M 4 | Dec, 
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Dec. He is dead, Ceſar, 
Not by a publick Miniſter of Juſtice, 
Nor by a hired Knife; but that ſelf. hand 
Which writ his Honour in the Acts it did, 
Hath with the Courage which the Heart did lend i it 
Splitted the Heart. This is his Sword, 
I robb'd bis Wound of it: Behold it ſtain'd 
With his moft noble Blood. 
Caſ. Look you, fad Friends, 
The Gods rebuke me, but it is a Tiding 
To waſh the Eyes of Kings. 
Dol. And ſtrange it is. 
The Nature muſt compell us to Jament 
Our moſt perſiſted Deeds. 
Men. His Taints and Honours weigh'd equal i in him. 
Dol. A rarer Spirit never 
Did ſteer Humanity; but you Gods will give us 
Some Faults to make us Men. Ceſar is touch'd. 
Men. When ſuch a ſpacious Mirror's ſet before him, 
He D mult ſee himſelf. - 
Caf. O Antony 
1 have followed thee to this, but we do launch 
Diſeafes in our Bodies. I muft perforce f 
Have ſhewn to thee ſuch a declini Day, 
Or look on thine; we could not ſt | together, . 
In the whole World. But yet let me lament 
With Tears as Soyeraign as the Blood of Hearts, 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, | 
In top of all Deſign, my Mate in Empire, | 5 
Friend and Companion in the Front of War, 
The Arm of mine own Body, and the Heart 
Where mine his Thoughts did kindle; that our Stars 
Unreconcilable, ſhould divide our Equalneſs to this. 
Hear me, good Friends, 
Bur I will tell you at ſome meeter Seaſon 
The Buſineſs of this Man looks out of him, 
We'll hear him what he ſays. Whence are you? 
Enter an Ægyptian. 
A poor Egyptian yet; the Queen m Miſtreſs 
Bf in all ſhe has, her Monument, FS 


— 
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Of thy intents, deſires Inſtruction, 

That ſhe preparedly may frame her ſelf 

To th' way ſhe's forc'd to. 
Caf. Bid her have good Heart, 

She ſoon ſhall know of us, by ſome of ours, 

How honourable, and how kindly we 

Determine for her. For Ceſar cannot live to be ungentle. 
eybe. The Gods preſerve thee, | [ Exit, 
Cæſ. Come hither Proculeius, go and ſay 

We purpoſe her no Shame; give her what Comforts 

The Quality of her Paſſion ſhall require; 

Leſt in her greatneſs, by ſome mortal Stroke 

She do defeat us: For her Life in Rome 

Would be eternal in our triumph. Go, 

And with your ſpeedieſt bring us what ſhe ſays, 

And how you find of her, 
Pro. Caeſar, I ſhall. : Exie Proculeius. 

Cef. Gallus, go you along; where's Dolabella, to ſecond 


Proculeius? F 


All. Dolabella. 8 

Caſ. Let him alone; for I remember now 
How he's employ'd : He ſhall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my Teat, where you ſhall {ce | 
How hardly ] was drawn into this War, , 
How calm and gentle I proceeded ſtill 
In all my Writings. with me, and ſee 
What I can ſhew in this. 5 


SCENE VIII, The Monument. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian, and Seleucus, 
Cleo. My Deſolation dees begin to make 

A better Life, tis paltry to be Cæſar: 

Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's Knave, 

A Miniſter of her Will; and it is great, 

To do that thing that ends all other Deeds, 

Which ſhackles Accidents, and bolts up Change, 

Which ſleeps, and never pallats more the Dung, 

The Beggar's Nurſe, and _ 
| 5 


[Exeunt, 
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Enter Proculeius, 
Pro. Ceſar ſends greeting to the Queen of Ag 
And bids thee ſtudy on what fair 
Thou mean'ſt to have him grant thee. 
Cleo. What's thy Name? 
Pro. My Name is Proculeius. 
Cleo. Antony 
Did tell me of you, bad me truft you, but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd 
That have no uſe for truſting. If your Maſter 
Would have a Queen his Beggar, you mult tell him, 
That Majeſty, to keep decorum, muſt 
No leſs beg than a Kingdom: If he pleaſe 
To give me conquer'd ZZgype for my Son, 
He gives me ſo much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 
Pro. Be of good cheer: 
Vou' re faln into a mays Hand, fear nothing, 
Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 
Who is ſo full of Grace, that it lows over 
On all that need. Let me report to him 
Your ſweet deney, and you ſhall find 
A Conqueror that will pray in aid for kindneſs, 
Where he for Grace is kneel'd tos... 
Cleo. Pray you tell him, 15 
y Jam his Fortunes Vaſlal, and I ſend! him 
The Greatneſs be has got. I hourly learn 
A Doctrine of Obedience, and would gladly 1 
Look bim it Fee 2 | q 
Pro. This I'll report, dear Lady, | 
E Have comfort, for 1 know your bite is pitied 
Of him that caus d it. 5 | 
Char. You ſee how eaſily ſhe may be ſurpris d: 
Guard her till Cæſar come. | 
tras. Royal Queen. EY 
Char. Oh Cleopatra, thou art taken, Queer] 
Cleo. Quick, quick, good Hands, 
Pro. Hold, worthy Lady, hold: 
Do not your ſelf ſuch wrong, who are in this 
Relieved, but not betray's, © - 
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Clea. What of Death too that rids our Dogs of languiſh? 
Pro, Cleopatra, do not abuſe my Mafter's Bounty, by 


| Th'vndoing of your ſelf: Let the World ſee 
His Nobleneſs well acted. which your Death 
— Will never let come forth. 


Cleo. Where art thou, Death? 


Come hither, come: Oh! Come, and take the Queen 
Worth many Babes and- Beggars. | 


It 


Pro. Oh temperance, Lady. 
Cleo. Sir, I will eat no Meat, I'll not drink, Sir: 


idle Talk will once be neceſſary, 


Pll not ſleep neither. This mortal Houſe I'll ruin, 
Do Ceſar what he can. Know, Sir, that I 

Will not wait pinnion'd at your Maſter's Court, 
Not once to be chaſtis'd with the ſober Eye 

Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoiſt me up, 

And ſhew me to the ſhouting Varlotry 

Of cenſuring Reme? rather a Ditch in Ægypt, 

But gentle, Grave, unto me: rather on Nilas Mu! 
Lay me ſtark-nak'd, and let the water-Flies 

Blow me into abhorring: rather make 

My Country's high Pyramides my Gibbet. 

And hang me up in Chains. \ 


Pro. You do extend 


Theſe Thoughts of horror further than you ſhall - 
Find Cauſe in Cæſar. 


Enter Dolabella. 
Dol. Proculeius, 


What thou haſt done, my Maſter Cæſar knows, 
And he hath ſent for thee: as for the Queen, 
IIl take her to my Guard. 


It 


Pro. So, Dolabella, 


ſnall content me beſt; be gentle to her: 


To Ceſar I will ſpeak what you ſhall pleaſe, 


If 


you'll employ me to him. [Exit Proculeius. 
Cleo. Say, I would die. 
Dol. Moſt noble Empreſs, you have heard of me. 
Cleo. 1 cannot tell, n Wy 
Dol. Aſſuredly you know me. 
. het 3 ne EW RL 
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You laugh when Boys or Women tell their Dreams, 
Is't not your trick? 1 
Dol. I underſtand not, Madam. 
Cleo. I dreamt there was an Emperor Antony; 
Oh ſuch another Sleep, that I might ſee 
But ſuch another Man. 
Dol. If it might pleaſe ye 
Cleo. His Face was as the Heav'ns, and therein ſtuck 
A Sun and Moon, which kept their Courſe, and lighted 
The little o th' Earth. EE | | 
Dol. Moſt pars Creature —— | 
Cleo. His Legs beſtrid the Ocean, his rear'd Arm 
Creſted the World: his Voice was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends: 
But when he meant to quail, and ſhake the Orb, 
He was as ratling Thunder. For his Bounty, 
There was no Winter in't. An Antony it was, 
That grew the more by reaping : his Delights 
Were Dolphin like, they fhew'd his Back above 
The Element they liv'd in; In his Livery 
Walk'd Crowns and Crownets: Realms and Iflands 
As Plates dropt from his Pocket. 
Dol. Cleopatra —— | 
Cleo. Think you there was, or might be ſuch a Man 
As this I dreamt of? | 
Dol. Gentle Madam, no, £, 
* Cleo. You lie up to the hearing of the Gods 
But if there be, or ever were one ſuch, | 
It's paſt the ſize ef dreaming: Nature wants ſtuff | 
To vy ftrange Forms with Fancy, yet t' imagine * 
An Antony were Nature's piece, gainſt Fancy, 
Condemning Shadows quite. | 
Dol. Hear me, good. Madam : | 
Your Loſs. is as your ſelf, great; and you bear it 
As anſwering to the weight: would J might never 
Oer- take purſu'd Succeſs, but I do feel 
By the rebound of yours, a grief that ſuits 
My very Heart at Root. = 
Cleo. I chank you. Sir, | 
Know you what Ceſar means to dò with me? 


— 


Dol. 
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Dol. I am loth to tell you what I would you knew. 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir. 
Dol. Though he be honourable. 
Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph. 
Dol. Madam, he will, 1 know't. 
_ Enter Cæſar, Gallus, Mecænas, Proculeius and Attendants. 
Al. Make way there — Ceſar. 
Ce. Which is the Queen of Zgypr? 
Dol. It is the Emperor, Madam. Cleo. kneels, 
: Ceſ. Ariſe, 9 not kneel: 
I pray you riſe, riſe, Zgypr. | 
fy? Sir, the Gods — have it thus, 
My Maſter and my Lord I muſt obey. 
Ce. Take to you no hard Thoughts, 
The Record'of what Injuries you did us, 
Though written in our Fleſh, we ſhall remember 
As things but done by chance. 
Cleo. Sole Sir o'th* World, 
I cannot project mine own Cauſe ſo well 
To make it clear, but do confeſs 1 haye 
Been laden with like Frailties, which before 
Have often ſham'd our Sex. 
Cæſ. Cleopatra, know, 
We will extenuate rather than inforce: 
If you apply your ſelf to our Intents, 
Which towards you are moſt gentle, you ſhall find 
A benefit in this Change; but if you ſeek 
To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking | 
Antonys Courſe, you ſhall bereave your ſelf 
Of my good Purpoſes, and put your Children 
To that Deſtruction which 11] guard them from, 
If thereon you rely. I'll take my leave. 
Cleo. And may through all the World: tis yours, and we 
Your Scutcheons, and A of Conqueſt ſhall 
Hang in hat place you pleaſe. Here, my good Lord. 
Caſ. You ſhall adviſe me of all, Cleopatra. 
Cleo. This is the brief: of Mony, Plate, and Jewels 
I am poſſeſt of, tis exactly valued, 
Not petty things admitted, Where's Selewcns? 
Sel, Here Madam. 
Cleo, 
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Cleo, This is my- Treaſurer, let him ſpeak, my Lord, 

Upon his peril, that I have reſery'd me 

To my ſelf nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus. 

| Sel. Madam, I had rather ſeal my Lips, 

Than to my peril ſpeak that which is not. 
Cleo. What have I kept back? 
Sel. Enough to purchaſe what you have made known; 
Caf. Nay, bluſh not <= ba I approve g 


Your Wiſdom in the Deed. 
Cleo. See Cæſar! Oh behold, | 
How Pomp is followed: mine will now be yours, 


And ſhould we ſhift Eſtates, yours would be mine. 
The Ingratitude of this Seleucus do's 
Even make me wild. Oh Slave, of no more Truſt 
Than Love that's hir'd. What, goeſt thou back? thou fhalt 
Go back, I warrant thee: but Pl catch thine Eyes 
Though they had Wings. Slave, Soul-leſs, Villain, Dog, 
O rarely baſe! 
Caſ. Good Queen, let us intreat you. 
Cleo. O Ceſar, what a wounding Shame is this, 
That thou vouchſaſing here to viſit me, 
Doing the Honour of thy Lordlineſs 
To one ſo meek, that mine own Servant ſhould 
Parcel the ſam of my Diſgraces, by 
Addition of his Envy! Say, good Caſar, 
That I ſome Lady-trifles have reſery'd, 
Immoment Toys, things of ſuch Dignity 
As we greet modern Friends withal, and fay 
Some Nobler Token I have kept apart 
For Livia and Q&avia, to induce 
Their Mediation, muſt I be unfolded 
By one that I have bred? the Gods! it ſmites me 
Beneath the Fall I have. Prithee go hence, 
Or I ſhall ſhew the Cynders of my Spirits 
Through th' aſhes of my Chance: Wert thou a Man, 
Thou would'ſt have mercy on me. 
Ce. Forbear, Selemcus. 
Cleo. Be it known, that we the greateſt are miſ· thought 
For things that others do; and when we fall, 


We anſwer others Merits, in our Names 


— — 
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Are therefore to be pitied. 
Caf. Cleopatra, 
Not what you have reſery d, nor what acknowledg'd 
Put me i'th Roll of Conqueſt, ſtill bet yours; 
Beſtow it at your pleaſure, and belieye 
Ceſar's no Merchant to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer'd, 
Make not your Thoughts your Priſons: No, dear Queen, 
For we intend ſo to iſpole you, as 
Your ſelf ſhall give us counſel: Feed, and Sleep. 
Our Care and Pity is ſo much upon you, 
That we remain your Friend, and ſo adieu. 
Cleo. My Maſter, and my Lord. 
Cef. Not ſo: Adieu. [Exennt Cæſar, and his Train. 
Cleo. He words me, Girls, he words me, 
That I ſhould not be noble to my ſelf. 
But hark thee, Charmian. 
Iras. Finiſh, good Lady, the bright Day is done, 
And we are for the dark. 
Cleo. Hie hey. * N 
I have ſpoke already, and it is provid 
Go put & to the haſte, 
ar. Madam, I will. 
Enter Dolabella. 
Dol, Where's the Queen? 
Char. Behold, Sir. 
Cleo. Dolabella. 
Dol. Madam, as thereto ſworn, by your com 
Which my Love makes Religion to 
I tell you this: Cæſar through Syria 
Intends his Journey, and within three Days, 
You with your Children will he ſend before ; 
Make your beſt uſe of this. I have perform'd 
Your Pleaſure and my Promiſe. 
Cleo. Dolabella, I ſhall remain your Debtor, 
Dol. I your Servant. : 
Adieu, good Queen, I muſt attend on Caſar. [ Exit. 
Cleo, Farewel, and thankt. Now, Fas, what think 'ſt thou? 
Thou, an Zgyptian Puppet, ſhalt be ſhewn 
In Rome as well as J: Mechanick Saus 
OR With 
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With greaſie Aprons, Rules, and Hammers, ſhall 
Uplift us to the view. In their thick Breaths, 
Rank of groſs Diet, ſhall we be enclouded, 
And forc'd to drink their Vapour, | 
Iras. The Gods forbid. | 
Cleo. Nay, tis moſt certain, Iras: ſawcy Lictors 
Will catch at us like Strumpets, and ſcall'd Rhimers 
Ballad us out a tune. The quick Comedians 
Extemporally will ſtage us, and preſent * 
Our Alexandrian Revels: Antony | 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I ſhall ſee 
Some ſpeaking Cleopatra Boy my Greatneſs 
I'th* poſture of a Whore. oa | 
ras. O the good Gods! . 
Cleo. Nay, that's certain. mr 
Iras. I'll never ſee't; for am ſure my Nails 
Are ftronger than mine Eyes, 
Cleo. Why that's the way 
To fool their Preparation, and to conquer 
Their moſt abſurd Intents. Now Charmian. 
Enter Charmian. | 
Shew me my Women like a Queen: Go fetch 
My beſt Attires. I am again for Cidnus - 
To meet Mark Antony. Sirrah Iras, go, 
Now, noble Charmian, we'll diſpatch indeed, 
And when thou haft done this chare, I'll give thee leave 
To play till Dooms-day: bring our Crown, and all. 


| 29 | [4 Noiſe within, 
Wherefore this Noiſe? | | | 
| Enter a Guardſman. 
Guardſ. Here is a rural Fellow, 
That will not be deny'd your Highneſs Preſence, 
He brings you Figs. ' | 
Cleo. Let him come in. How poor an Inſtrument 
| , LS he Exit Guardſmane 
May do a noble Deed; he brings me Liberty. ; 
My Reſolution's plac d, and I have nothing | 
Woman in me; now from Head to Foot 
I am Marble conftant: now the flecting Moon - 
No Planet is of mine. —B 


\ 
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Enter Guard ſiman, and Clown with a Basket. 

Guardſ. This is the Man. 

Cleo. Avoid and leave him. [Exit Guardſman. 
Haſt thou the pretty Worm of Nilus there, 

That kills and pains not? 

Clown. Truly 1 have him: but I would not be the Party 
that ſhould deſire you to touch him, for his biting is 
immortal: thoſe that do die of it, do ſeldom or never re- 
cover. 

Cleo, Remember ſt thou any that have dy d on't ? 
Clown. Very many Men and Women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer than Yeſterday, a very honeſt Wo- 
man, but ſomething given to lie, as a Woman ſhould not 
do, but in the way of Honeſty. How ſhe dy'd of the bi- 
ting of it, what pain ſhe felt; truly, ſhe makes a very 
8 report o th Worm: but he that will believe all that 
they ſay, ſhall never be ſaved by half that they do: but 
this is moſt-fallible, the Worm's an edd Worm. 

Cleo. Get thee hence, farewel. 
| Clown. 1 wiſh you all joy of the Worm. 

Cleo. Farewel. 

' Clown. Yeu muſt think this, look you, that the Worm 
will do his kind. 8 

Cleo. Ay, ay, fare wel. 

Clown. Look you, the Worm is not to be truſted, but 
in the . keeping of wiſe People, for indeed there is no 


goodneſs in the Worm. 


Cleo. Take no care, it ſhall be heeded, | 

Clown. Very good: give it nothing I pray you, for it is 
not worth the feeding. | 

Cles. Will it eat me? 5 

Clown. You mult not think I am fo fimple, but I know 
the Devil himſelf will not eat a Woman: I know, that a 


Woman is a Diſh for the Gods, it the Devil dreſs her not. 


But truly, theſe ſame whore-ſon Devils do the Gods great 

harm in their Women; for in eyery ten that they make, 

the Devils mar five. 
Cleo. Well, get thee gone, farewel. Late 
Clown, Yes forſootb, I wiſh you joy o'th' Worm, [Exit. 


Clio. 
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Cleo. Give me my Robe, put on my Crown, 1 have 
Immortal longings in me. Now no more 
The juice of Zgypr's Grape ſhall moiſt his Lip. 
Yare, yare, good Has, quick — methinks I hear 
Antony call, I ſee him rowſe himſelf 
To praiſe my noble Act. 1 hear him mock 
The luck of Ceſar, which the Gods give Men 
To excuſe their After-Wrath. Husband, I come; 
Now to that Name, my Courage prove my Title. 
I am Fire, and Air; my other Elements 
I give to baſer Life. So — have you done? 
Come then, and take the laſt warmth of my Lip:. 
Farewel kind Charmian, Iras, long farewel. | 
2 en the Aſp 
Have I the Aſpick in my Lips? Doſt fall? an 
If-thou and Nature can fo gently part, 
The ftroke of Death is as a Lovers Pinch, 
Which hurts, and is deſir d. Doſt thou lye till? 
If thus thou vanquiſheſt, thou tell'ſt the World 
It is not worth leave taking. . 
Char. Diſſolve thick Cloud and Rain, that I may fay, 
The Gods themfelyes do weep. 
Cleo. This proves me baſe —— 
If ſhe approves the curled Antony, | 
He'll make demand of her, and ſpend that Kits 
Which is my Heay'n to have Come thou mortal Wretch 
With thy ſharp Teetk this Knot intrinficate 
Of Life at once untie: Poor yenomous Fool, 
Be a and diſpatch. Oh couldſt thou ſpeak, 
That I might hear thee call great Ceſar Als, unpolicied: 
Char. Oh Eaſtern Star! | 


—— ! | 
Doſt thou not fee m Dy at my Breaſt, 
That ſucks the OT ? * 


Char. O break! O break! 
Cles. As ſweet as Balm, as ſoft as Air, as gentle. 

O Antony! Nay 1 will take thee too. 

Wbat ſhould I ſtay [Dies. 
Char. In this wild World? ſo fare thee well: 

Now boaſt thee Death, in thy poſſeſſion lyes A 
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A Laſs unparallel d. Downy Windows cloſe, 
And Golden Phœbus never be beheld * 
Of Eyes again ſo Royal: Your Crowns awry, 
Ill mend it, and then play — 
Enter &e Guard ruſhing in. 
1 Guard. Where's the Queen? 
Char. Speak ſoftly, wake her not. 
1 Guard. Caſar bath ſfent——. | 
Charmian and Iras apply the Aſp, 
Char. Too ſlow a Meſſenger. 
Oh come apace, diſpatch, I partly feel thee. 
1 Guard. Approach ho! 
AlPs not well. Caſar's beguil'd. 
2 Guard. There's Dolabella ſent from Cæſar; call him. 
1 Guard. What work is here, Charmian ? Ia this well done? 
Char. It's well done, and fitting for a Princeſs 


Deſcended of ſo many Royal Kings. 3 
Ah Soldiers f Charraian and Iras die. 
| Enter Dolabella. 
Dol. How goes it here? 
2 Guard. All dead, 


Dal. Ceſar, thy Thoughts 
Touch their Effects in this; thy ſelf art coming 
To ſee perform'd the dreaded Act which thou 
So ſought'ſt to hinder. 
Enter Cxſar and Attendants. 
| All. Make way there, make way for Ceſar. 
+ Dol. Oh, Sir, you are too ſure an Augurer z 
That you did fear, is done. 
Ceſ. Braveſt at the laſt, 
She levell'd at our Purpoſes, and being Royal 
Took her own Way; the Manner of their Deaths? 
I do not ſee them Bleed. | 
Dol. e _ — 
1 Guard. A ſimple Countryman, that brought ige: 
This was his Basket. CID TEN} 1 
Cæſ. Poiſon'd then. 
1 Gent. Oh Ceſar ! 
This Charmian liv'd but now, ſhe ſtood and ſpake : 
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] found her trimening up the Diadem, LY 
On her dead Miſtreſs, tremblingly ſhe ſtood, 
And on the ſudden dropt. 35 

Ceſar. Oh noble Weakneſs! 

If they had ſwallow'd Poiſon, twould _ 
By external Swelling; but ſhe looks like ſleep. 
As ſhe would catch anether Antony 

In her ſtrong Toil of Grace. 

Dol. Here on her Breaſt | 
There is a vent of Blood, and ſomething blown, 
The like is on her Arm, 

1 Guard. This is an Aſpick's Trail, 

And theſe Fig-leaves have ſlime upon them, ſuch 

As th' Aſpick leaves upon the Caves of Mile. 

Caf. Moſt probable 

That fo ſhe died; for her Phyſician tells me 

She hath purſu'd Concluſions infinite 

Of eaſie ways te die: Take up her Bed, 

And bear her Women from the Monument, 

She ſhall be buried by her Antony. 

Ne Grave upon the Earth fhall*clip in it 

A pair ſo famous. High Events as theſe 

Strike thoſe that make them; and their Story is 

No leſs in Pity, than his Glory, which | 

2 them to be lamented. Our Army ſhall, 
In folemn ſhew, attend this Funeral, © 

And then to Rome: Come, Dolabella, ſee 


High Order in this great Solemnity. [ Exeunmt Omnes, 
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TRAGEDY. 


% 


Dramatis Perſons. 


Crane King F Britain. 
Cloten, Son to the Queen by a former Hausband. 


Leonatus Poſthumus, a Gentleman in Love with the Princeſs 
and privately Married to her. 


2 Diſguis d under the Names of Polidore and 
Arviragus, Cadwal, ſuppoſed Sons to Bellarius. 


Bellarius, à Baniſh'd Lord, diſguisd under the Name of 
Morgan. 

Philario, an Italian, Friend to Poſthumus. 

Iachimo, Friend to Philario. 

Caius Lucius, Ambaſſador from Rome. 

Piſanio, Servant to Poſthumus. 

A French Gentleman, Friend to Philario. 

Cornelius, 4 Doctor, Servant to the — | 

Two Gentlemen. 


Queen, Wife to Cymbeline. 5 
Imogen, Daughter to Cymbeline by a former Queen. 
Helen, Woman to Imogen. 


Lords, Ladies, Roman Sewators, Tribunes, Ghoſts, 


a Soothſayer, Captains, Soldiers, Meſſengers, and 
other Attendants. | 


SCENE, for ſome Part of the faſt, ſe- 
cond, and third Acts, byes i in Rome; for 


- xhe reſt of the PI, 


CTMBELINE. 
ACT L SCENE I. 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


I'GENTLEM AVN. 


Our Bloods 
No more obey the Heav'ns than our 
Courtiers; | 
But ſeem, as do's the King's. 
2 Gent, But what's the matter? 
1 Gent, His Daughter, and the Heir 
of's Kingdom (whom 
He purpos'd to his Wife's ſole Son, a Widow 
That late he married) hath referr'd her ſelf 
Unto a poor, but worthy Gentleman, She's wedded, 
Her Husband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſon'd, all 
Is outward Sorrow, though I think the King 
Be rouch'd at very Heart. 

2 Gent. None but the King? 

I Gent. He that hath loſt her too: ſo is the Queen, 
That moſt defir'd the Match. But not a Courtier, 
Although they wear their Faces to the bent 
Of the King's Looks, hath a Heart, that is not 


n_ 
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Glad 
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Glad at the thing they ſcoul at. | 

2 Gent. And why ſo? 8 | 

1 Gent, He that hath miſs d the Princeſs, is a thing 
Too bad, for bad Report: And he that hath her, 
(I mean, that marry'd her, alack good Man, 

And therefore baniſh'd) is a Creature, ſuch, 

As to ſeek through the Regions of the Earth 

For one, his like; there would be ſomething failing 
In him, that ſhould compare. I do not think, 

So fair an outward, and ſuch tuff within 

Endows a Man, but him. 

2 Gent, You ſpeak him fair, 

1 Gent. I do extend him, Sir, within himſelf, 
Cruſh him together, rather than unfold | 
H's Meaſure fully. 

2 Gent. What's his Name and Birth? . _ 

1 Gent, I cannot delve him to the Root: His Father 
Was call'd Sicillius, who did join his Honour ; 
Againſt the Romans, with Caſſibelan, 

But had his Titles by Tenantius, whom 

He ſerv'd with Glory and admir'd Succeſs; 

So gain d the Sur-addition, Leonatus. 

And had, beſides this Gentleman in queſtion, 

Two other Sons, who in the Wars o'th' time 
Dy'd with their Swords in Hand. For which their Father, 
Then old, and fond of Iflue, took ſuch Sorrow ; 
That he quit Being; and his gentle Lady L 
Big of this Gentleman, our Theam, deceas'd, 
As he was born. The King, he takes the Babe 

To his Protection, calls him Poſthumus Leonatus; 

Breeds him, and makes him of his Bed · chamber, 

Puts to him all the Learnings that his Time 

Could make him the Receiver of, which he took 

As we do Air, faſt as twas miniſtred, 

And in's Spring became a Harveſt: Liv'd in Court 
Which rare it.1s to do, moſt prais'd, moſt lov d, 

A Sample to the youngeſt ; to th' more Mature, 

A Glaſs that featur'd them; and to the Grayer, 

A Child that guided Dotards. To his Miſtreſs, 

(For whom he now is baniſh'd) her own Price 
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Proclaims how ſhe eſteem'd him. And his Virtue a 
By her Election may be truly read, 
What kind of Man he is. 
2 Gent. | honour him, even out of your report. 
But pray you tell me. is ſhe ſole Child to th' King? 
. 1 Gent. His only Child. | 
He had two Sons (if this. be worth your hearing, 


Mark it) the eldeſt of them, at three' Years old, 


I'th' ſwathing Cloaths the other, from their Nurſery 
Were ſtol'n, and to this Hour, no gueſs in Knowledge 
Which way they went. | 

2 Gent. How long is this ago? 

1 Gem. Some twenty Years. ben 

2 Gent. That a King's Children ſhould be ſo conyey'd! 
So ſlackly Guarded, and the Search fo flow | 
That, could not trace them 

1 Gent. Howſoe'er tis ſtrange, 


Or that the Negligence may well be laugh d at, 


Yet is it true, Sir. 
2 Gent. I do well believe you. | 
1 Gent, We muſt forbear. Here comes the Gentleman; 
The Queen, and Princeſs, - [ Exennt, 
Enter the Ween, Poſthumus, Imogen, and Attendants. 
een. No, be affur'd-you ſhall not find me, Daughter, 
After the Slander of moſt Step-Mothers, | 
Evil. ey d unto you: You're my Priſoner, but 
Your Goaler ſhall deliver you the Keys | 
That lock up your Reſtraint. For you, Poſthumns, 
So ſoon as I can win th' offended King, 
I will be known your Advocate: marry yet. 


The fire of Rage is in him, and twere good 
' You lean'd unto. his Sentence, with what Patience 


Your Wiſdom may inform you. 

Poſt, Pleaſe your Highneſs, 
I will from hence to Day, 

ueen. You know the Peril: 

Pl! fetch a turn abopt the Garden, pitying 
The Pangs of barr'd Aﬀections, though « King 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeak together, Exit. 

Imo. O diſſembling Courtefie! How fine this Tyrant 
Vol. VII. N 8 


- 


| 
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Can tickle where ſhe wounds! My deareſt Husband, + 
1 ſomething fear my Father's Wrath, but nothing 
(Always refery'd my holy Duty) what 
His Rage can do on me. You muſt be gone, 
And E ſhall here abide the hourly ſhot | 
Of angry Eyes: Not comforted to live 
But that. there is this Jewel in the World, 
That I may ſee again. 
Poſt. My Queen! my Miſtreſs! 
O Lady, weep no mere, left I give cauſe 
To be ſuſpected of more Tenderneſs 
Than doth become a Man. I will remain 
The loyall'ſt Husband, that did cer plight Troth, 
My Reſidence in Rome, at one Philario's, ye 
Who to my Father was a Friend, to me 
"Known but by Letter; thither write, my Queen, 
And with mine Eyes II drink the Words you ſend; 
Though Ink be made of Gal. | 
Enter Queen. 
Queen. Be brief, I pray du 
Tf the King come, I ſhall. incur I know not 
How much of his diſpleaſure----yet I'll move him ¶ Aſide 
To walk this way; I never do him wrong, 
But he does buy my Injur.es, to. be Friends, 
Pays dear for my Offences. * Exit; 
Poſt. Should we be taking leave, | 
As long a term as yet we bave'to live, 
The lothneſs to depart would. grow; Adieu. 
Imo. Nay, ftay a little: | 
Were you but riding forth to Air your elf, 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, Love, 
This Diamond was my Mother's; take it, Heart, 
But keep it till you woo another Wife, : 
When Imogen is dead. | 
Poſt. How, how? Another! ” 
Tou gentle gods, give me but this I har 
And ſear up my Embracements from a next 
With Bonds of Death. Remain, remain tlic u here 
8 A [Putting on the Ring. 
While Senſe can keep it on: And ſweeteſt, faireſt, 


— — 


As 
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As I, my poor ſelf, did exchange for you 
To your ſo infinite loſs : So in our Trifles 
J ſtill win of you. For = ſake wear this, 
It is a Manacie of Love, I'll place it 
[Priting a Bracelet on her Arm; 
Upon this faireſt Priſoner. 
Ima. O the Gods! 


When ſhall we ſee again? 


Enter Cymbeline, and Lords. 
Poſt Alack, the King! 


| .. Cym. Thou baſeſt thing, avoid, hence, from my Sight: 


Tf after this Command thou fraught the Court 

With thy Unworthineſs, thou dy'ſt. Away! 

Thou'rt Poiſon to my Blood. 
Poſt. The Gods protect you, 

And bleſs the good Remainders of the Court: 

I am gone. [Exif 
Imo. There cannot be a pinch in Death 

More ſharp than this is. 
Cym. O dilloyal thing, 

That ſhould'f repair my Youth, thou heap'ſt 

A Year's age on me. 

| Imo. 1 beſeech you, Sir, 

Harm not your ſelf with your Vexation, | 

I am ſenſeleſs of your Wrath; a touch more rare 

Subdues all Pangs, all Fears. 
Om. Paſt Grace? Obedience? 
Ino. Paſt Hope, and in Deſpair, that way paſt Grace; 
Cym. That might'ſ have had the ſole Son of my Queen. 
Imo. O bleſt that I might not! I choſe an Eagle, 

And did avoid a Puttock. 

Cym.Thou took'ſt a Beggar,would'ſt have made my Throne 

A Seat for Baſeneſs. N 
Imo. No, I rather added 

A Luftre to it. | | 7 
Cym. O thou vile one! N 
Imo. Sir, 4 

It is your fault that J have lov'd Poſthumus : : 

You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is 

A Man, worth any Woman; oyer-buys me 

Almoſt the Sum he pays "©" Om; 
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Cym. What? art thou Mad? | 

Ino. Almoſt, Sir; Heay'n Reſtore me: would I were 
A Neat-herd's Daughter, and my Leonatus 
Our Neighbour-Shepherd's Son. 

Enter Queen. 

Cym. Thou fooliſh thing; | 
They were again together, you have done 
Not after our Command. Away with her, | 
And pen her up. Sp 

ueen. Beſeech your Patience; Peace, 
Dear Lady Daughter, peace. Sweet Sovereign, 
Leave us to our ſelves, and make your ſelf ſome Comfort 
Out of your beſt Advice. | | 

Cym. Nay let her languiſh 
A drop of Blood aday, and being aged 
Die ot this Folly, [Exit, 

9385 Enter Piſanio. | 
en, Fie, you muſt give way: 
Here' is your Servant. How now, Sir? What News? 

Piſ. My Lord your Son, drew on my Maſter. 

Queen. Hah! | | | 
No harm, I truſt, is done? 

Piſ. There might have been, 5 
But that my Maſter rather play'd than fought, 

And had no help of Anger: they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. 

Queen. I am very glad on't, 

Imo. Your Son's my Father's Friend, he takes his part 
To draw upon an Exile: O brave Sir, | 
4 would they were in Africk both together, 

My ſelf by with a Needle, that I might prick a 
The Goer back. Why came you from your Maſter? 

Piſ. On his command; he would not ſuffer me 
To bring him to the Haven: Left theſe Notes 
Of what Commands I ſhould be ſubje to, 

Whez't pleaſe you to employ me. 

ueen. This hath been | 
Your faithful Servant: I date lay mine Honour 
He will remain ſo, | 


Piſ. I humbly thank your Highneſs, 


Queen, 
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Queen. Pray walk a while. =» 
Imo. About ſome half Hour hence, pray you ſpeak with 


me; 

You ſhall, at leaſt, go ſee my Lord aboard. 

For this time leave me. [ Exennt. 
Enter Cloten, and two Lords. 

1 Lord. Sir, I would adviſe you to ſhifta Shirt; the Vio- 
lence of Action hath made you reek as a Sacrifice: Where 
Air comes out, Air comes in: There's none abroad ſo 
wholſome as that you vent. | 

Clot. If my Shirt were bloody, then to ſhift i. 
Have I hurt him? 

2 Lord. No faith: Not ſo much as his Patience. 

I Lord. Hurt him? His Body's a paſſable Carkaſs if he be 
not hurt. It is thorough-fare for Steel if it be not hurt. 

2 Lord. His Steel was in debt, it went o'th* Back- ſide 
the Town. 

Clo. The Villain would not ſtand me. 

2 Lord. No, but he fled forward ſtill, toward your Face. 

1 Lord, Stand you? you have Land enough of your on: 
But he added to your having, gave you ſome ground, 

2 Lord. As many Inches as you have Oceans, Puppies! 

Clot. I wou'd they had not come between us. 

2 Lord So would I, till you had meaſur d how long a 
Fool you were upon the Grovnd. 
+ And that ſhe ſhould love this Fellow, and refuſe me 

2 Lord. If it be a Sin to make a true Election, ſhe's damn'd. 

/ Loyd. Sir, as I told you always, her Beauty and her Brain 
go not together. She's a good Sign, but I have ſeen ſmall 
reflection of her Wit. 

2 Lord. She ſhines not upon Fools, leſt the reflection 
ſhould hurt her. 

Clot. Come, I'll to my Chamber: would there had 
ſome hurt done. 

2 Lord. 1 wiſh not fo, unleſs it had been the fall of an 
Aſs, which is no great hurt. 

Clot. You'll go with us? 

1 Lord. I'll attend your Lordſhip. 

Clot. Nay come, let's go together. 

2 Lord, Well, my Lord, [Exermt. 
N.3 Enter 
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Enter Imogen, and Piſanio. 
Ino. I would thou grew'ſt unto the Shores o'th' Hayeg, 
And queſiioned'ſt every Sail: If he ſhould write, 
And I not have it, twere a Paper loſt 
As offer d Mercy is: What was the laſt 


That he ſpake to thee? 


Piſ. It was, his Queen, his Queen. 
Imo Then wav'd his Handkerchief? 

Piſ. And kiſs'd it, Madam. 

Imo. Senſeleſs Linnen, happier therein than I; 
And that was all? 

Piſ. No, Madam; for ſo long 
And as ke could make me with his Eyes, or Ear, 
Diſtinguifh him from others, he did keep 
The Deck, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fit and ſtirs of's Mind 
Could beft expreſs how {flow his Soul ſail'd on, 
How ſwift his Ship. ' 

Imo. Thou ſhould'ſt have made him 
As little as a Crow, or leſs, ere left 


To after-eye him. 


Piſ. Madam, ſo I did. | 
Imo. I would have broke mine Eye- ſtrings; 
Crack d them, but to look upon him; till the Diminution 
Of ſpace, had pointed him ſharp as my Needle; 
Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 
— I of a Gnat, to Air; and then 
Have turn d mine Eye, and wept. But, Piſanio 
When ſhall we — from him? * 
Piſ. Be aſſur d, Madam, 
With his next Vantage. 


Ius. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Moſt pretty things to ſay; Ere I could tell him 


How I would think on him at certain Hours, 
Such thoughts, and ſuch; or I could make him ſwear, 
The She's of Italy ſhould not betray 

Mine Intereſt, and his Honour; or have charg'd bim 
At the ſixth Hour of Morn, at Noon, at Midnight, 
Tencounter me with Oraiſons, for then 

Iam in Heay'n for him; or ere I could 


— 


Give 
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Give him that parting Kiſs, which I had ſet 
Betwixt two charming Words, comes in my Father, 
And like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 


Shakes all our buds from growing. 


Enter a Lady. 
Lady. The Queen, Madam, 
Deſires your Highneſs Company. 
Imo. Thoſe things I bid you do, get them difpatch'd, 
I will attend the Queen, | 
Pif. Madam, I ſhall, Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Rome. 


Enter Philario, Iachimo, and a French Man. 


Tach. Believe it, Sir, I have ſeen him in Britain; he was 
then of a Creſcent, none expected to prove ſo worthy, as 
fince he hath been allowed tn Nameof, But I could then 
have look'd on him, without the help of Admiration, 
though the Catalogue of his Endowments had been tabled 


by his fide, and 1 to peruſe him by Items. 


Phil, You ſpeak of him when he was leſs furniſh'd 
than now he is, with that which makes him both without 
and within, 

French. 1 have ſeen him in France; we had very many 
there, could behold the Sun, with as firm Eyes as he. 

Iach. This matter of marrying h's King's Daughter, 
wherein he muſt be weighed rather by her Value, than his - 
own, words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the matter. 

French. And then his Baniſnment. | 

Iach. Ay, and the . of thoſe, that weep this 
lamentable Divorce under her Colours, are wonderfully to 
extend him; be it but to fortifie her Judgment, Which 
elſe an eaſie Battery might lay flat, for taking a Beggar 
without more Quality. But how comes it, he is to ſojourn - 
with you? how creeps Acquaintance? | 

Phil. His Father and I were Soldiers together, to whom ” 
I have been often bound for no leſs than my Lite, 

Enter Poſthumus, - 
Here comes the Britain. Let him be ſo entertained a«. 
N4. mongſt 
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mongſt you, as ſuits with Gentlemen of your knowing, to a 
Stranger of his Quality. I beſeech you all be better known 
to this Gentleman, whom I commend to you, as anoble 
Friend of mine, How worthy he is, I will leave to appear 
hereafter, rather than tory him in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have known together in Orleance. 

Po. Since when I have been debter to you for courte- 
ſies, which I will be ever co pay, and yet pay ſtill. 

French, Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindneſs; 1 was glad 
I did atone my Countryman and you; it had been pity 
you ſhould have been put together, with ſo mortal a pur- 
poſe, as then each bore, upon Importance of ſo ſlight and 
trivial a nature. | 

Poſt, By your Pardon, Sir, I was then a young Traveller; 
rather ſhun'd to go even with what I heard, than in my 
every Action to be guided by other experiences; but upon 
my mended Judgment, (if I offend not to ſay it is mended,) 
my Quarrel was not altogether ſlight. 

French. Faith yes, to be put to the arbitrement of Swords; 
and by ſuch two, that would by all likelyhood have con- 
founded one the ether, or have faln both. | | 

Iach. Can we with manners, ask what was the Diffe- 
rence ? | | 

French, Safcly, I think, twas a Contention in publick, 
which may, without Contradiction, ſuffer the Report, It 
was much like an Argument that fell out laſt Night, where 
each of us fell in praiſe of our Country-Miſtreſſes. This 
Gentleman at that time vouching, and upon Warrant of 
bloody Affirmation, his to be more Fair, Virtucus, Wile, 
Chaſt, Conſtant, Qualified, and leſs attemptable than any, 
the rareſt of our Ladies in France. 

Iach. That Lady is not now living; or this Gentleman's 
Opinion by this worn out, | 

Poft, She holds her Virtue till, and I my Mind. 
lach. You muſt not fo far prefer her, fore ours of 

1taly. 

Poſt. Being ſo farprovok'd as I was in France, I would 
abate her nothing, tho I profeſs my ſelf her Adorer, not 
her Friend. 
Iach, As far, and a8 good; kind of Hand in Hand 

Mme» 
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Compariſon, had been ſamething too fair, and too good for 
any Lady in Britany: if ſhe went before others, I have ſeen ; 
as that Diamond of yours out-luſters many I have beheld. 
I could not believe ſhe excelled many; but I have not ſeen 
the moſt precious Diamond that is, nor you the Lady. 

Poſt. 1 prais d her, as I rated her; ſo do I my Stone. 

Tach. What do you efteem it at? | 

Poſt. More than the World enjoys. 

Lach. Either your paragon'd Miſtreſs is dead, or ſhe's 
out-priz'd by a Trifle. 

Poſt. You are miſtaken; the one may be ſold or given, 
if there were Wealth enough for the Parchaſe, or Merit for 
the Gift. The other is not a thing fer Sale, and only the 
Gift of the Gods. 
lach. Which the Gods have you you ? 

Poſt, Which by their Graces I will keep. 

Iach, You may wear her in Title yours; but, you know, 
ſtrange Fowl light upon neighbouring Ponds. Your Ring 
may be ſtoln too; ſo your Brace of unprizeable Eſtimations, 
the one is but frail and the other caſual, A cunning Thief, 
or a, that way, accompliſh'd Courtier, would hazard the 
winning both of firſt and laſt. 

' Poſt. Your Italy contains none ſo accompliſh'd a Cour- 
tier to convince the Honour of my Miſtreſs; if in the hol- 
ding or loſs of that, you term her frail, I do nothing doubt 
you have ſtore of Thieves, notwithſtanding I fear not my 
Ring. ö r 
Phil, Let us leave here, Gentlemen. 

Poſt, Sir, with all my Heart. This worthy Signior, I 
thank him, makes no Stranger of me, we are familiar at 
firſt. 

Iach. With five time fo moch Converſation, I ſhould 
get Ground of your fair Miſtreſs; make her go back, even 

to the yielding, had I admittance, and Opportunity to 
Friend. | 

Poſt. No, no. | | 

Jach. I dare thereupon pawn the Moiety of my Eſtate, 
to your Ring, which in myOpinion o er- values it ſomething : 
but I make my wager rather againſt your Confidence, than 
her Reputation. And to bar your Offence herein too, 1 
durſt attempt it againſt any Lady in the World. . 

| N 5 Poſt. 
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Poſs. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a perſwa- 
ſion; and I doubt not you'd ſuſtain what you're worthy of, 
by your Attempt. 

Iach. What's that? ; 

Poſt. A Repulſe; though your Attempt, as you call it, 
deſerves more; a Puniſhment too. 

Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too ſud- 
dealy, let it die as it — and I pray you be better 
acqu-inted, "Wy | 

Jach. Would I hadput my Eſtate, and my Neighbours, 
on th* Approbation of what I have ſpoke. | 

Poſt. What Lady would you chuſe to aſſail? | 
ach. Yours; whom in conſtancy you think ftands ſo 

fafe. I will lay you ten thouſand Duckets to your Ring, 
that commend me to the Court where your Lady is, with 
no more Advantage than the 5 of a ſecond con- 
ference, and Iwillbrig from thence that Honourof hers, 
which you imagine ſo reſery'd. 

Pop. Iwill wage againſt your Gold, Gold to it: My 
Ring 1 hold dear as my Finger, tis part of it. 

Iach. You are a Friend, and therein the wiſer; if you 
buy Ladies Fleſh at a Million a Dram, you cannot preſerve 
it from tainting ; but I ſee you have ſome Religion in you, 
that you fear. | 

Pot. This is but a Cuſtom {> your Tongue; you bear 
a graver Purpoſe, 1 hope. Te 

 Tach, I am the Maſter of my Speeches, and would under- 
go what's ſpoken, I ſwear. 6 

Poſt. Will you? I ſhall but lend my Diamond till your 
return; let there be Covenants drawn between's. My 
Miſtreſs exceeds in goodneſs, the hugeneſs of your unwor- 
thy things. I dare you to this Match; here's my Ring. 
 , Phil. I will have it no lay. | 

lach. By the Gods it is one; if I bring you not ſufficient 
Teſtimony that I have enjoy'd the deareſt bodily part of 
your Miſtreſs; my ten'thouſand Duckets are yours, ſo is 
your Diamond too; if I come off, and leave her in ſuck 
Honour as you have truſt in; ſhe your Jewel, this your 
Jewel, and my Gold are yours, provided I have your com- 
mendation, for my more entertainment. 1 
Poſt, 
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Poſt. J embrace theſe Conditions, let us have Articles 
betwixt us; only thus far you ſhall anſwer; if you make 
your Voyage upon her, and give me directly to underſtand, 
you have prevail'd, I am no further your Enemy, ſhe is 
not worth our Debate. If ſhe remain unſeduc'd, you not 
making it appear otherwiſe; for your ill Opinion, and 
th' Aſſault you have made to her Chaſtity, you ſhall an- 
ſwer me with your Sword, 

Iach. Your Hand, a Covenant; we will have theſe thin 
ſet down by lawful Counſel, and ſtraight away for Britain, 
left the Bargain ſhould catch cold, and ſtarve; I will fetch 
my Gold, and have our two Wagers recorded. 

Poſt. Agreed. 

French. Will this hold, think you? 

Phil. Signior Iachimo will not from it. } | 
Pray let us follow em. f Exemt. 
SCENE III. Cymbeline's Palace. 


Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius with a Viol. 


Queen. While yet the Dew's on Ground gather thoſe 
Flowers. | 
Make haſte. Who has the Note of them? 
Ladies. I, Madam. 
ueen. Diſpatch. [Exennt Ladies.” 
Now Maſter Doctor, have you brought thoſe Drugs? 
Cor. Pleaſeth your Highneſs, Ay; here they are, Madam; 
But I beſeech your Grace, without Offence 
My Conſcience bids me ask, wherefore you have 
Commanded of me theſe moſt poiſonous Compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languiſhing Death; 
But though ſlow, deadly. 
Queen. I wonder, Doctor, 
Thou ask'ſt me ſuch a Queſtion; have I not been 
Thy Pupil long? haſt thou not learn'd me how — 
To make Perfumes? Diſtil? Preſerve? Yea fo, . . 
That our great King himſelf doth woe me oft 
For my Confections? Having thus far proceeded, | 


Valets 
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Unleſs thou think*'t me deviliſh, is it not meet 
That I did amplifie my Judgment in h 
Other Concluſions? I will try the Forces 
Of theſe thy Compounds, on ſuch Creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, but none human, 
To try the Vigor of them, and apply | 
Allayments to their Act, and by them gather 
Their ſeveral Virtues, and Effects. 
Cor. Your Highneſs 
Shall from this Practice, but make hard your Heart; 
Beſides, the ſeeing theſe Effects will be, 
Both noyſome and infectious. 
Queen. O content chee. 
Enter Piſanio. 

Here comes a flattering Raſcal, upon him [Aja 
Will I firſt work; he's for his Maſter, . 
An Enemy to my Son. How now, Piſanio? 
Doctor, your Service for this time is ended, 
Take your own way. ' 
Cor. I do ſuſpect you, Madam, [Aſide, 
But you ſhall do no harm. . 
en. Hark thee a Word. [To Pifanio, 
Cor. I do not like her. She doth think ſhe has 

Strange ling ring Poiſons; I do know her Spirit, 

And will not truſt one of her Malice, with 
A drug of ſuch damn'd Nature. Thoſe ſhe has; 

Will ftupifie and dull the Senſe a while, : 

Which firſt perchance fhe'll prove on Cats and Dogs, 

Then afterward up higher; but there is | 

No Danger in what ſhew of Death it makes, 

More than the locking up the Spirits a time, 

To be more freſh, reviving. She is fool'd 

With a moſt falſe Effect; and I the truer, 

So to be falſe with her. | 

No further Service, Doctor, 


Until I fend for thee. 
Cor. I humbly take my Leave. Exit, 


Veen. Weeps ſhe ſtill, ſayeſt thou? Doſt thou think in 
time | | 


She will not quench, and let Iaſtructions enter 
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Where Folly now poſſeſſes? do thou work; 
When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my Son, 
I'll tell thee on the inſtant, thou art then 
As great as is thy Maſter; greater; for 
His Fortunes all lye ſpeechleſs, and his Name 
ls at laſt Gaſp. Return he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is; to ſhift his Being, 
Is to exchange one Miſery with another, 
And every Day that comes, comes to decay 
A Day's Work in him. What ſhalt thou expect 
To be depender on a thing that leans? 
Who cannot be new bu lt, nor has no Friends 
So much, as but to prop him? thou takeſt up WT 
[Pifanio looking on the Vial, 
Thou know'ſt not what; but take it for thy L:bour, 
It is a thing I make, which hath the King 
Five times redeem'd from Death; I do not know 
What is more Cordial. Nay I prithee take it, 
It is an earneſt of a farther good 
That I mean to thee, Tell thy Miſtreſs how _ 
The Caſe ſtands with her; do't, as from thy ſelf: 
Think what a Chance thou chanceſt on, but think 
Thou haſt thy Miſtreſs ſtill; to boot, my Son, 
Who ſhall take Notice of thee, I'll move the King 
To any Shape of thy Preferment, ſuch 
As thou'lt defire; and then my ſelf, I chiefly 
That ſet thee on to this Deſert, am bound 
To load thy Merit richly. Call my Women. [Exit Piſa 
Think on my Words -— A ſlye, and conſtant Knaye, 
Not to be ſhak'd; the Agent for his Maſter, 
And the Remembrancer of her, to hold 
The Hand faſt to her Lord. I have given him that, 
Which if he take, ſhall quite unpeople her 
Of Leidgers for her Sweet; and which ſhe after, 
Except ſhe bend her Humour, ſhall be aſſurd 
To talte of too. | 
Enter Piſanio, and Ladies. 
So, ſo; well done, well done; . 
The Violets, Cowſlips, and the Prim-Roſes, | 
Bear to my Cloſet; fare thee well, Piſani, Titel 


hw - Do. as 


302. CyNMBELIN BE. 


Think on my Words. [Ex. Queen and Ladies. 
Piſa: And ſhall do: 
But when to my good Lord I prove untrue, | 
T'll choak my ſelf; there's all I'll do for you. [Exit 
Enter Imogen alone. 
Ino. A Father cruel, and a Stepdame falſe, 
A fooliſh Suitor to a wedded Lady, 
That hath her Husband baniſh'd— O, that Husband! 
My ſupream Crown of Grief, and thoſe repeated 
Vexations of it — had I been Thief-ftoln, 
As my two Brothers, happy ; but moſt miſerable 
Is the Deſire that's Glorious. Bleſſed be thoſe, 
How mean ſo e er, that have their honeſt Wills, 
Which Seaſons comfort. Who may this be? Fie! 
Enter Piſanio, and lachimo. 
Piſ. Madam, a noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 
lach, Change you, Madam? 
The worthy Leonatus is in ſafety, 
And greets your Highneſs dearly. 
Imo. Thanks, good Sir, 
You're kindly welcome. 
Iach. All of her, that is out of Door, moſt rich! 
If ſhe be farniſh'd with a Mind ſo rare, 
She is alone th' .4ra6:an Bird; and I 
Have loſt the Wager. Boldneſs be my Friend; 
Arm me Audacity from Head to Foot. 
Or like the Parthian 1 ſhall flying Fight, ; 


Rather directly flye. 
5 reads. | 
He is one of the Nobleſt Note, to whoſe Kindneſſes I an 
moſt infinitely tyed. Reflect upon him accordingly, as you value 
your Truſt. | Leonatus, 


So far I read aloud. | 
But even the very middle of my Heart Goh 
Is warmed by th' reſt, and take it thankfully —— 
You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as I 7 
Have words to bid you, and ſhall find it ſo 
In all that I can do. | * 

Laß. Thanks, faireſt Lady; 
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There is a Frenchman his Companion, one 
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What, are Men mad? hath Nature given them Eyes 
To ſee this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop 

Of Sea and Land, which can diſtinguiſh 'twixt 

The fiery Orbs above, and the twinn'd Stones 

Upon the number'd Beach? and can we not 
Partition make with Spectacles ſo precious 

Twixt fair and foul? "a: 

Imo. What makes your Admiration ? 

lach. It cannot be i'th Eye; for Apes, and Monkeys, 
*Twixt two ſuch She's, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mowes the other. Nor !th' Judgment; 
For Ideots in this Caſe of Fayour, would 
Be wiſely definit. Nor in the Appetite, 

Sluttery to ſuch neat Excellence oppos d, 
Should make Deſire vomit emptineſs, 
Not ſo allur'd to feed. 
Imo. What is the Matter trow ? 
Iach. The cloyed Will, 
That ſatiate yet unſatisfy d Deſire, that Tub 
Both fill d and running: Ravening firſt the Lamb, 
Longs after for the Garbage | 

Imo. What, dear Sir, | 
Thus raps you? are you well? 

Iach. Thanks, Madam, well; beſeech you, Sir, 
Defire my Man's abode, where I did leave him; | 
He's ſtrange and peeviſh. [To Piſanio. 

Piſ. I was going, Sir, ö 
To give him welcome. 

Imo. Continues well my Lord? 

His Health, beſeech you? 

Iach. Well, Madam. 

Ino. Is he diſpos'd to Mirth ? J hope he is; 

Iach. Exceeding pleaſant; none a ſtranger there, 

So merry, and ſo gameſome; he is calld 
The Britain Reveller. 

Imo. When he was here 
He did incline to Sadneſs, and oft times 
Not knowing why. 

lach. I never ſaw him ſad. 
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An eminent Monſieur, that it ſeems much loves 

A Gallian-Girl at home. He Furnaces | 

The thick ſides from him; whiles the jolly Britain, 
Your Lord I mean, laughs from's free Lungs, cries oh 
Can my Sides hold, to think, that Man who knows 

By Hiſtory, Report, or his own Proof | 

What Woman is, yea, what ſhe cannot chuſe 

But muſt be, will his free Hours languiſh, 

For afſur'd Bondage? 

Imo. Will my Lord fay fo? | | i 

Iach. Ay, Madam, with his Eyes in Flood with Laughter; 
It is a Recreation to be by 
And hear him mock the Frenchman: 

But Heay'ns know ſome Men are mach te blame, 

Imo. Not he, 1 hope. | 

lach. _ he. But yet Heav'ns Bounty towards him 

might 
Be us'd 2 thankfully. In himſelf tis much; 
In you, which I account his beyond all Talents, 
Whilſt Lam bound to wonder, I am bound, 
To pity too. 

Ime. What do you pity, Sir? 

Iach. Two Creatures heartily. 

Ino. Am I one, Sir? 

You look on me; what wrack diſcern you in mg 
Deſerves your Pity? | 

Iach. Lamentable! what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun, and ſolace 
Itth' Dungeon by a Sauff? | 

Imo. I pray you, Sir, Sg 
Deliver with more openneſs your Anſwers 
To my Demands. Why do you pity me? 

Iach. That others do, 

I was about to ſay, enjoy your — but 
It is an Office of the Gods to venge it, 
Not mine to ſpeak on't. 

Imo. You do ſeem to know | 
Something of me, or what concerns me; pray you 
Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more, 
Than to be ſure they do; For Certaiaties | 
2 Either 
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Fither are paſt Remedies; or timely knowing, 
The Remedy then born; Diſcoyer to me 
What both you ſpur and ſtop. 
Iach. Had I this Cheek i 
To bath my Lips upon; this Hand, whoſe touch, 
Whoſe very touch would force the fecler's Soul 
To th' Oath of Loyalty; this Obje&, which 
Takes Priſoner the wild Motion of mine Eye, 
Fixing it only here; ſhould I, damn'd then, 
Slayer with Lips as common as the Stairs ” 
That mount the Capitol? join Gripes, with Hands 
Made hard with hourly Falſhood as with Labour ? 
Then glad my ſelf by peeping in an Eye 
Baſe and unluftrious as the ſmoaky Light 
That's fed with ſtinking Tallow ? it were fit 
That all the Plagues of Hell ſhould at one time 
Encoun'er ſuch Revolt. 
Imo. My Lord, I fear, 
Has forgot Britain. 
Iach. And himſelf ; not I 
Inclin'd to this Intelligence, pronounce 
The Beggary of his Change; but tis your Graces 
That from my muteſt Conſcience, to my Tongue, 
Charms this Report out. 
Imo. Let me hear no more. 
Iach. O deareſt Soul! your Cauſe doth ſtrike my Heart 
With Pity, that doth make me fick. A Lady 
So fair, and faſtned to an Empery, 0 
Would make the great'ſt King double; to be partner'd 
With Tomboys, hir'd with that ſelf Exhibition 
Which your own Coffers yield! with diſeas d Venters 
To play with all Infirmities for Gold, 
Which rotteneſs can lend Nature! Such boyl'd ſtuff 
As well might poiſon Poiſon! Be reveng'd 
Or ſhe that bore you was no Queen, and you 
Recoil from your great Stock. 
Imo. . 
How ſhould 1 be reveng'd if this be true, 
As I have ſuch a Heart, that both mine Ears 
Muſt not in haſte abuſe; if it be true, ths 
| : ov 
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How ſhall I be reveng'd? 
Iach. Should he make me | 
Live like Diana's Prieft, betwixt cold Sheets; 
Whiles he is Vaulting variable Ramps : 
In your Deſpight, upon your Purſe; revenge it. 
I dedicate my ſelf to your ſweet Pleaſure, 
More Noble than that Runagate to your Bed, 
And will continue faſt to your Affection, 
Still cloſe, as ſure. | 
Imo. What ho, Piſanio! —— : 
Iach. Let me my Service tender on your Lips. 
Imo. Away, I do condemn mine Ears, that have 
So long attended thee. If thou wert honourable 
Thou wouldſt have told this Tale for Virtue, not 
For ſuch an end thou ſeek'ſt, as baſe, as ſtrange: 
Thou wrong'ſt a Gentleman, who is as far 
From thy Report, as thou from Honour; and 
Sollicit'ſt here a Lady, that diſdains 
Thee, and the Devil alike. What, ho, Piſanis'—— 
The King my Father fhall be made acquainted 
Of thy Aſſault; if he ſhall think it fit, 
A ſawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 
As in a Romiſh Stew, and to Expound 
His beaſtly Mind to us; he hath a Court 
He little cares for, and a Daughter, whom 
He not reſpects at all. What ho, Piſanio!— 
Iach. O happy Leonatus, 1 may ſay, \ 
The Credit that thy Lady hath of thee 
Deſerves thy Truſt, and thy moſt perfe& Goodneſs 
Her afſur'd Credit; bleſſed fire you long, : 
A Lady to the worthieſt Sir, that ever 
Country call'd his; and you his Miſtreſs, only 
For the moſt worthieſt fit. Give me your pardon, 
I have ſpoke this, to know if your Affiance 
Were deeply rooted, and ſhall make your Lord, 
That which he is, new o'er ; and he is one 
The trueſt manner'd; ſuch a holy Witch, 
That he inchants Societies into him: 
Half all Mens Hearts are his. ; 
Imo. You make amends,. 


ach. 
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Iach. He fits mongſt Men, like a deſcended God; 
He hath a kind of Honour ſets him off, 
More than a mortal ſeeming. Be not angry, 
Moſt mighty Princeſs, that I have adventur'd 
To try your taking of a falſe Report, which hath. 
Honour d with Confirmation your great Judgment, 
In the Election of a Sir, ſo rare, 
Which you know cannot err. The Love I bear him, 
Made me to fan you thus, but the Gods made you, 
Unlike all others, chaffleſs. Pray, your Pardon. 

Imo. All's well, Sir; take my Power ith? Court for 

Ours. 

Tach. My humble Thanks; I had almoſt forgot 

T'intreat your Grace, but in a ſmall Requeſt, 
And yet of Moment too, for it concerns 
Your Lord; my ſelf, and other Noble Friends 

Are Partners in the Buſineſs. 

Imo. Pray what is't? 

Iach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your Lord, 
The beſt Feather of our Wing, have mingled Sums. 
To buy a Preſent for the Emperor : | | 
Which I, the Factor for the reſt, have done 
In France; 'tis Plate of rare Device, and Jewels 
Of rich and exquiſite Form, their Values great; , 
And I am ſomething curious, being ſtrange, 

To have them in fate ſtowage: May it pleaſe you 
To take them in Protection. | 
Imo. Williogly; 


7 


And pawn mine Honour for their Safety, ſince 


My Lord hath Intereſt in them, I will keep them 
In my Bed-chamber. 
Iach. They are in a Trunk 
Attended by my Men: I will make bold 
To ſend them to you, only for this Night; 
I muſt aboard to Morrow. 
Imo. O no, no. 
Iach. Yes, I beſeech you: Or I ſhall ſhort my Word 
By length ning my Return. From Gallia, | 


I croſt the Seas on purpoſe, and on promiſe. 
To ſee your Grace. "_ 
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Imo. I thank you for your Pains; 
But not away to Morrow. 
Iach. O, I muft Madam. | 
Therefore I ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe 
To greet your Lord with writing, do't to Night, 
I have out-ſtood my time, which is material 
To th'tender of our Preſent. 
Imo. I will write: 
Send your Trunk to me, it ſhall be ſafe kept, 
And truly yielded you: You're very welcome. ¶ Exeum. 


— 


A CT7-E:SCENE I 
SCENE A Palace. 


Enter Cloten, and two Lords. 


Clot. AS there ever Man had ſuch luck! when 1 
kiſs'd-the Fack upon an Up-caft, to be hit a- 
way! I had an Hundred Pound on't; and then a whorſon 
Jack-an-Apes muſt take me up for Swearing, as if I bor- 
row'd mine Oaths of him, and might not ſpend them at 
my Pleaſure, 
1 Lord. What got he by that? you have broke his Pate 
with your Bowl. / 
2 Lord. If his Wit had been like him that broke it; it 
would have run all out. 
Clot. When a Gentleman is diſpoſed to ſwear, it is not 
for any Standers by to curtail his Oaths. Ha? | 
2 Lord. No, my Lord: Nor crop the Ears of them. 
lot. Whorſon Dog! J give him Satisfaction? Would 
he had been one of my Rank. 
2 Lord. To have ſmelt like a Fool. ; 
Clot. I am not vext more at any thing in the Earth,----a 
Pox on't. I had rather not be ſo Noble as Iam; they dare 
not Fight with me; becauſe of the Queen my Mother; every 
Jack-ſlave hath his Belly fully of Fighting, and I muſt go 
up and down like a Cock, that no body can match. 4 
| - 2 Lor 
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2 Lord. You are a Cock and a Capon too, and you 
crow Cock, with your Comb on. [ Aſide. 
Clot. Say'ſt thou? 
2 Lord. It is not fit your Lordſhip ſhould undertake eve- 
Companion, that you give offence to. | 
Clot. No, I know that: But it is fit I ſhould commit 
Offence to my Inferiors. h 
2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your Lordſhip only. 
Clot. Why fo I ſay. | 
1. Lord. Did you hear of a Stranger that's come te 
Court to Night? 
Clot. A Stranger, and I not know on't? 
2 Lord. He's a ſtrange Fellow himſelf, and knows it not. 
'1 Lord, There's an Italian come, and 'tis thought one of 
Leonatus's Friends, 
Clot. Leonatus! A baniſh'd Raſcal ; and he's another, 
whereſoever he de. Who told you of this Stranger? 
 11.rd. One of your Lordſhip's Pages. 
. Cloe. Is it fit I went to look upon him? Is there no 
derogation in't? 
2 Lord. You cannot derogate, my Lord. 
Clot. Not ealily, I think. 
2 Lord, You are à Fool granted, therefore your Iſſues 
being Fooliſh, do not derogate. 
Ch. Come, I'll go ſee this Italian: What I have loſt to 
day at Bowls, I'll win to Night of him. Come; go. 
2 Lord. I'll attend your Lordſhip, [Exit Clot. x 
That ſuch a crafty Devil as is his Mother, 
Should yield the World this Aſs; A Woman, that 
Bears al down with her Brain, and this her Son, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his Heart, 
And leave Eighteen. Alas poor Princeſs, 
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'ſt, 
Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame govern'd, 
A Mother hourly coining Plots; a Wooer, | 
ore hateful than the fou] Expulſion is | } 
Of thy dear Husband, than that horrid Act | 
Of the divorce—— he'll make the Heay'ns hold firm 
The Walls of thy dear Honour; keep unſhak'd 7 
That Temple thy fair Mind, that thou may'ſt ſtand 
T' cnjoy thy bamiſh'd Lord: And this great Land. Exeunt: 
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SCENE II. A magnificent Bedchamber; 
one part of it a large Trunk. 


Imogen is diſcover'd reading in her Bed, a Lady attending. 


Imo. Who's there? My Woman Helen? 

Lady. Pleaſe you, Madam —— 

Imo. What Hour is it? 

Lady. Almoſt Midnight, Madam. 4 

Ino. I have read three Hours then, mine Eyes are weak, 
Fold down the Leaf where I have left; to Bed —— 
Take not away the Taper, leave it burning: 
And if thou canſt awake by four o'th' Clock, 


I prithee call me 


From Fairies, and the Tempters of the Night, 

Guard me, beſeech ye. [ Sleeps. 
| [Iachimo riſes from the Trunk. 
Lach. The Crickets fing, and Man's ofer-labour'd Senſe 

Repairs it ſelf by Reſt: Our Tarquin thus ob 4 

Did ſoftly preſs the Ruſhes, ere he waken'd 

The Chaſtity he wounded. Cytherea, 

How bravely thou becom'ſt thy Bed! Freſh Lilly, 

And whiter. than the Sheets! That I might touch, 

But kiſs, one kiſs ——Rubies unparagon'd 

How dearly they do't——*Tis her Breathing that 

Perfumes the Chamber thus: The Flame oth Taper 

Boys toward her, and would urider-peep her Lids, 

To ſee th ĩncloſed Lights, now Canopy d 

Under the Windows, White and Azure, lac'd 

With Blue of Heav'ns own tint——but my Deſign's 

To Note the Chamber ——1 will write all / Prey | 

Such, and ſuch Pictures — there the Window. ſuch 

Th' Adornment of her Bed the Arras, Figures 

Why ſuch, and ſuch and the Contents o th Story 

Ah, but ſome natural Notes about her Body, 1 80 

Above ten thouſand meaner Moveables 

Would teſtifie, t enrich mine Inventory, 

O Sleep, thou Ape of Death, lye dull upon her, 

And be ker Senſe but as a Monument. 


Thus 


Sleep hath ſeiz d me wholly.[ Exit Lady. 
To your Protection I commend me, Gods, 4 
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Thus in a Chappel lying. Come off, come off — 

| pet ing [Taking off her Bracelet. 

As ſlippery as the Gordian-knot was hard. | 

»Tis mine, and this will witneſs outwardly, 

As ſtrongly as the Conſcience do's within, 

To th'madding of her Lord. On her left Breaſt 

A Mole Cinque: ſpotted Like the Crimſon Drops 

I'th* bottom of a Cowſlip. Here's a Voucher, 

Stronger than eyer Law could make: This Secret 

Will force him think I have pick'd the Lock, and ta'en 

The Tre of her Honour, No more—— to what end? 

Wh Id I write this down, that's rivetted, 

Screw'd to my Memory. She hath been reading late, 

The Tale of Tereus, here the Leaf's turn'd down 

Where Philomele gave up-----I have enough, 

To th' Trunk again, and ſhut the Spring of it. 

Swift, ſwift, you Dragons of the Night, that dawning 

May bear the Raven's Eye: I lodge ia fear, 

Though this a heay'nly Angel, Hell is here. [Clock ftrikes; 

One, two, three: Time, time. | 5 
FE [He goes into the Trunk, the Scene cloſes, 


SCENE III. The Palace. 


Enter Cloten and Lord.. 


1 Lord. Your Lordſhip is the moſt patient Man in loſs; 
the moſt coldeſt that ever turn d up Ace. | 
Clot. It would make any Man cold to loſe. ! 

1 Lord. But not every Man patient, after the noble Tem- 
per of your Lordſhip; you are moſt hot and furious, when 
you win. 


Clot. Winning will put any Man into Courage: If I 


could get this fooliſh Imogen, I ſhall have Gold enough: 

It's almoſt Morning, is't not ? | 
1 Lord. Day, my Lord. N 
Clot. I would this Muſick would come: I am adviſed #7 

give her Muſick a Mornings, they ſay it will penetrate. 

Enter Muſicians. 
Come on, Tune; if you can penetrate here with your Fin- 
gering, ſo; well try with Tongue too; if none will 2 
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let her remain: But Ill never give o'er. Firſt, a very 
excellent good conceited thing; after a wonderful ſweet 
Air, with admirable rich Words to it, and then let her 


_ conſider, = 
S OY N G. 


Hark, hark, the Lark at Heav'n's Gate ſings, 
And Phoebus 'gms ariſe, 
Eis Steeds to Water at thoſe Springs 
- On chalic'd Flow'rs that lyes : 
And winking Mary-buds begin to ope their Golden Eyes 
With every thing that pretty is, my Lady ſweet ariſe: 
; Ariſe, ariſe. 


So, get you gp this penetrate, I will conſider your 
Muſick the better: If it do not, it is a Vice in her Ears, 
which Horſe-Hairs, and Cats Guts, nor the Voice of un- 
pavd Eunuch to boot, can never amend. 

- Enter Queen and Cy mbeline. 

2 Lord. Here comes the King. a 
Clot. I am glad I was up es: for that's the Reaſon I 
was up ſo early: He cannot chuſe but take this Service I 
have done, Fatherly. Good Morrow to your - Majeſty, 


and gracious Mother. 
.Cym, Attend you here the Door of our ſtern Daughter? 
Will ſhe not forth ? 38 5 
Clot. I have afſail'd her with Muſicks, but ſhe youch- 
ſafes no Notice. : | 
Om. The Exile of her Minion is too new. 
She hath not yet forgot him, ſome more time 
Muft wear the Print of his Remembrance our, 
And then ſhe's yours. 
Queen. You are moſt bound to th' King, 
Who lets go by no Vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his Daughter: Frame your ſelf 
"T0 orderly Selicits, and befriended —_ 
With aptneſs of the Seaſon; make Denials 
Encreaſe your Services; ſo ſeem, as if 
You are inſpir d to do thoſe Duties which 
You tender to her: That you-in all obey her, 


Saye 


Se] 


ave 
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Save when Command to your Diſmiſſion tends, 
And therein you are fenſeleſs, | | 

Clot. Senſeleſs? not ſo. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. So like you, Sir, Ambaſſadors from Rome; 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym, A worthy Fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe now ; 
But that's no Fault of his: We muſt receive him 
According to the Honour of his Sender, 
And towards himſelf, his Goodneſs fore-ſpent on 
We muſt extend our Notice: Our dear Sn. 
When you have given good Morning to your Miſtreſs, 
Attend the Queen, and us, we ſhall haye need | 


T'employ you towards this Reman, Come, our Queen. 


[ Exennt, 
Clot. If ſhe be up, I'll ſpeak with her; if not, 
Let her lye ſtill, and dream: By your leave ho! 
I know her Women are about her —what 
If I do line one of their Hands — Tis Gold 
Which buys Admittance, oft it doth, yea, and makes 
Diana's Rangers falſe themſelves, and yield up 
Their Deer to th' ſtand o' th' Stealer: And tis Gold 
Which makes the True man kill'd, and ſaves the Thief; 
Nay, ſometimes hangs both Thief, and True-man: What 
Can it not do, and undo? I will make 
One of her Women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not underſtand the Cafe my ſelf. 
By your leave. a [Knocks 
Lady, Who's there that knocks? 
Clot. A Gentleman, 
Lady. No more? 
Clot. Yes, and a Gentlewoman's Son. 
Lady. That's more | 
Than tome whoſe Tailors are as dear as yours, | 
Can juſtly boaſt of: What's your Lordſhip's Pleaſure? | 
Clot. Your Lady's Perſon, is ſhe ready? 
Lady. Ay, to keep her Chamber, 
Clot. There is Gold for you, 
Sell me your good Report, 
Vol. VIE O Zach 


report of you - 
What I ſhall think is good. The Princeſs. my 
; Enter Imogeo. ty 
Clot. Good Morrew : Faireſt, Siſter your ſweet Hand. 
Imo. Good Morrow; Sir, you lay out too much Pains 
For purchaſing but Trouble: the Thanks I give, 
ls telling you that I am poor of Thanks, 
And fcarce can ſpare them. 
Clot. Still I ſwear I love you: | 
Ino. If you'd but ſaid ſo, twere as deep with me: 
If you ſwear ftill, your Recompence is ſtill 
That I regard it not. 
Clos. This is no Anſvyer. ; 
Imo. But that you ſhall not ſay, I yield, being ſilent, 
I would not ſpeak. I pray you me, Faith . 
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' T. ſhall unfold equal Diſcourteſie | 7 
To your beſt Kindneſs: One of your great knowing 1 
Should learn, being taught, Forbearance. 1 
: _ To leave you in your Madneſs, 'twere my Sin, \ 
-will not. 12 | 


Imo. Fools are not mad Folks. 
Clot. Do you call me Fool? 
Imo. As I am mad I do: 
If you'll be patient, Il no more be mad. 
Tbat cures us both. I am much forry, Sir, F, 


"You put me to forget a Lady's Manners | Se 
By being ſo verbal: And learn now, for all, b H 
That I which know may Heart, do here pronounce If 
By th' very truth of it, I care not for you, O 

And am ſo near the lack of Charity 11 

To accuſe my ſelf, I hate you: which 1 had rather La 

"You felt, than make't my boaſt. I | 
Clot. You Sin againft | Th 


Obedience, which you owe:your Father; for | 
The Contract you pretend with that baſe Wretch, 1 
One, bred of Alms; and foſter d with cold Diſhes, =" 
With ſcraps o'ch®:Court, it is no Contract, none; 1 
And though it be allow u in meaner Parties, If y 
Yet who than he more mean, to knit their Souls C 
On whom there is no more dependenc I; 
& 


cy 
But Brats and Beggary, in ſelſ. figur d xnot, Sh 
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Yet you are curb'd from that En , by 
The conſequence o'th* Crown, and mult nat tg 
The precious Note of it; with-a baſe Slaye, 
A ilding for a Livery, a Squire's Cloth, 
A Pantler; not ſo eminent. | 
Io. Prophane Fellow: | | 
Wert thou the Sen of Fupiter; and no more 
But what thou art beſides, thou wert too baſe 
To be his Groom: thou wert diguify d enough, 
Ev'n to the peint of Envy, if twere made 
Comparative for your Virtues, to be ſtil d 
The under Hangman of his Kingdom ; and hated: 
For being preferr'd ſo well. 
Clot. The Sauth · ſog rot him. 
Imo. He never can meet more Miſchance, than come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meaneſt Garment 
That ever hath but clipt his Body, is dearer 
In my reſpect, than all the Hairs above thee, 
Were they all made ſuch Men. How now, Pi/anie? 
| Enter Piſanio. 
Clot. His Garment? Now the Devil. 
Imo. To Dorothy, my Woman, bye thee preſently. 
Clot. His Garment? | 
Imo. I am ſprighted with a Fool, | 
Frighted, and angred worſe Go bid my Woman 
Search for a Jewel; that too caſually - 
Hath left mine Arm---it was thy Maſter's, Shrew me 
If I would loſe it for a Revenue | 
Of any King's in Europe. I do think, 
I faw't this Morning; confident I am, 
Laſt Night *'twas on my Arm; I kiſfg'd it. 
I hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That I Kiſs ought but him. 
Pi/. Twill not be loſt, 
Imo. I hope ſo; go and ſearch. 
- Clo. You have abus d me. -His meaneſt Garment ?..- = 
Imo. Ay, I ſaid ſo, Sir, | | 
If you wil make't an Action, call Witneſs tot. 
Clot. I will inform your Father. 
Imo. Your Mother too; 
She's my good Lady; = will Conceive, I kope, 
| 2 


But 


— _ 
— — . — — e §— 
— 


316 CTIMBELINkE. 


But the worſt of me. So I leave you, Sir, | 

To th' worſt of Diſcontent. ; [Ex/t. 
Clot. I'll be reyeng'd; 

His meaneſt Garment?— Well. LExit. 


SCENE IV. Rome: 


| Enter Poſthumus; and Philario. 

Poſt. Fear it not, Sir; I would I were fo ſure 
To win the King, as I am bold, her Honour 
Will remain hers, 15 | 

Phi. What means do you make to him? 

Poſt. Not any, but abide the change of Time, 
Quake in the preſent Winter's tate, and wiſh 
That warmer Days would come; in theſe fear d Hopes 
I barely gratifie your Love; they failing | . 
J muſt die much your Debtor. 
Phi. Your very Goodneſs, and your Company, 
O'er- pays all I can do. By this your King 
Hath heard of great Auguſtus; Cains Lucius 


Will do's Commiſſion throughly. And I think 


He'll grant the Tribute; ſ * Arrearages, 
Or look upon our Romans, whoſe remembrance 
Is yet freſh in their Grief. 
Poſt, J do believe, 
Statiſt though I am none, nor like to be, 
That this will prove a War; and you ſhall hear 
The Legion now in Gallia, ſooner landed 
In our not- fearing Britain, than have Tidings 
Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Country men 
Are Men more order'd than when Julius Ceſar 
Smil'd at their lack of Skill, but found their Courage 
Worthy his frowning at. Their Diſcipline, 
Now mingled with their Courages, will make known 
To their Approvers, they are People, ſuch 


That mend upon the World. 


Enter lachimo. 
Phil. See Jachimo. | 
Poſt, The ſwifteſt Harts have poſted you by Land 
And Wiuds of all the Corners kid your Sails : 
a T6 
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To make your Veſſel nimble. 

Phil. Welcome, Sir. 

Poſt. I hope the Briefneſs of your Anſwer, made 
oy ineſs of your Return 

. Your Lady, 
Is = of the faireſt that ever l look'd.upon. 

Poſt, And therewithal the beſt, or let her Beauty 
Look through a Caſement to allure falſe Hearts, 
And be fall with them, 

Tach. Here are Letters for you. 

Poſt. Their Tenure good, I truſt, 

Iach. Tis very like. | 

Poſt. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain Court, 
When you were there? 


Iach. He was expected then, 


But not approach'd. 
Poſt. ali is well yet. 


8 this "<a as it was wont, or is t not 
dull for your good wearing? 

Iach. If 1 = loſt it, 
I ſhould have loft the Worth of it in Gold; 
III make a Journey twice as far, Yenjoy 
A ſecond Night of ſuch ſweet Shortneſs, which 
Was mine in Britain, for the Ring is won. 
| Poſt, The Stone's too hard to come by. 

Iach. Not a whit, s 
Your Lady being fo eaſie. F 

Poſt. Make not, Sir, 8 mY 
Your Loſs, your 8 rt; 1 ou know we 
Muſt not W rt a 

Iach. Good Sir, we muft, 
If you keep Covenant; had I not brought 
The Knowledge of your Miſtreſs home, I grant 
We were to Queſtion farther ; but I now 
Profeſs my felt the winner of her Honour, 

TOE with your Ring; and not the Wronger 

or you, having proceeded but 

By both your Wills. 

That; if ou can make't apparent 
That you have taſted her in Bed; my Hand, 

O 3 And 
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And Ring is yours. If not, the foul Opinion 
You had of her poor Honour, gains, or loſes | 
Your Sword or mine, or maſterlefs leaves 5 
To who ſfiall frad them. 
Iach. Sir, my Circumftances 
Being ſo near the Truth, as I will make — 
Mluſt firſt induce you to believe; whoſe Strength 
I wilt confirm with Oath, which I doubt not 
You'll give tne leave to ſpare, when you mall find 
You need it not. 
Poſt. Proceed. 
Iach. Firſt, her Bed-chamber; 
Where I confeſs I 1 4 not, but pro 
Had that was wet” rh Wong, ir it 5 bang d 
With Tapeſtry of Silk and Silver; the Story a 
Proud Cleopatra, when ſhe met her Roman, 
And Cidnus ſwell'd above the * or for 
The Preſs of Boats, or Pride: A piece of Work 
So bravely done, fo rich, that it did ſtrive 
In Workmanſhip, and Value, which I wendery. 
Could be ſo rarely. and exactly wrought, 
Since the tfue Life ont Was 
Poſt. This is true; 
And this you miglit Have heard of here, by me, 
Or by ſome other, | | 
Lach. More particulars 
Muſt juſtifie my Knowledge. 
Poſt. So they muſt, 
Or do your Honour Injury, 
Iach. The Cfimney 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chitnitiey- ple. 
Chaſt Dian, bathing; never faw I Fi 
So likely to report themſelyes; the Cutter 
Was Finches Nature dumb, out-went her, 
Motion and 175 left put. 
Poſt. This is 2 nl 
Which For thight 1 5 Relztion likewiſe read, EN 
Being, as it is, muth Tpoke of. £ 
Iach. The Roof o'th © 5: 


With golden Cherubings | 15 oo Her Andirons, | 
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J had forgot them, were two winking Cupids © 
r nicely 
Depending on their Brands, oy 

* This is her Honour; * | 
Let it be granted you have ſeen all this, and praiſe 
Be given to your Remembrance, the Deſcription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faves 
The Wager you have laid. | 

Iach. if you can [Pulling out ihe Bracelets. 
Be Pale, I beg but leave to air this Jewel: See! —— 
And now *tis up again; it muſt be married 
To that your Diamond II keep them. 

Poſt, Fove! —— 
Once more let me behold it: Is it that 
Which I left with her? | 

lach. Sir, I thank her, that: 
She ſtrip'd it from her Arm, I fee her yet, 
Her pretty Action did out- ſell her Gift, 
And yet enrich'd it too; ſhe gave it me, 
And faid ſhe priz'd it once. 

Poſt. May be, the pluck'd it off 
To ſend it me. 

Iach. She writes ſo to you? doth the? 

P oft. O no, no, No, 'tis true. Here take this too, 
It is a Baſilisk unto mine Eye, 
Kills me to look on't : Let there be no Honour, 
Where there is Beauty, Truth, where Semblance, Love, 
Where there's another Man. The Vows of Women 
Of no more Bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their Virtues, which is nothing; 
O, above Meaſure falſe | 

Phi. Have Patience, Sir, 
And take your Ring again: tis not yet won; 
It may be probable ſhe loſt it; or | 
Who knows if one of her Women, being corrupted; 
Hath ſtoln it from her. 
And ſo I hope he came by't; back my Ring. 
Render to Me ſome corpore Sign about her 
More evident than this; or this was was ſlolce. 
2 8 4 
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Iach. By Jupiter, I hadfit from her Arm. 
Poft. Hark you, he ſwears; by Fupiter he ſwears. 
"Tis true——nay keep the Ring tis true; 1 am ſure 
She could not loſe it; her Attendants are 
All ſworn and honourable; they induc'd to ſteal it! 
And by a Stranger!——no, he hath enjoy'd her, 
The cognizance of her Incontinency 
Ts this: the hath bought the Name of Whore, thus dearly. 
There, take thy hire, and all the Fiends of Hell 
Divide themſelves between you, 
Phi. Sir, be patient; 
This is not ſtrong enough to be believ'd, 
Of one perſuaded well of. 
* Never talk ont; 
She hath been colted by him. 
Iach. If you ſeek 
For further ſatisfying; under ber Breaſt, 6; 
Worthy the preſling, lyes a Mole, right proud 
Of —1 moſt delicate Lodging. By my Life 
I kiſt ity and it gave me preſent bunger h 
To feed again, though full. You do remember 
This ſtain upon her? 
Poſt. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another ſtain, as big as Hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 
Iach, Will you hear more? 
Poft. Spare your Arithmetick. 
Never count the Turns: Once, and a Million, 
lach. I'll be ſworn 
Poſt, No ſwearing: 
Tf you will ſwear you have not . you lie, 
And I will kill thee if.thou doſt deny 
Thou'ſt made me Cuckold. 
Iach. Pl deny nothing. 
Poſt. O that] had her here, to tear her Limb - meal; 
I will go there _— do 1 i th* Court, before 
Her Father — Il do ſomething —— Eri 
Phil. Quite beſides | | i 
The Government of Patience, 'You have won ; 
Let's follow him, and pervert the preſent Wrath | 
He 


. 
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He hath againſt himſelf. 
Lach. With all my Heart.  [Bxewnt. 
Enter Poſthumus. 
Poſt. Is there no way for Men to be, but Women 
Muſt be half. workers? We are all_Baſtards, 


And that moſt venerable Man, which I 


Did call my Father, was, I know-not where, 
When I was ſtampt. Some Coyner with his Tools 


Made me a Counterfeit; yet my Mother ſeem'd 
The Dian of that time; ſo doth my Wite 


The Non-pareil of this Oh Vengeance, Vengeance! 
Me of my lawful Pleaſure ſhe reſtrain'd, 
And pray'd me oft Forbearance; did ir with 

A Pudency ſo Roſie, the ſweet View on't 

Might well have warm'd old Saturn 

That I thought her 

As Chaſte, as unſun'd Snow. Oh, all the Devils! 

This yellow Iachimo in an Hour —— was't not 
Or leb, at firſt? Perchance ſpoke not, but 


Like a full Acorn'd Boar, a German one, 


Cry'd oh, and mounted; found no 9 

But what he look d for, ſhould oppoſe, and ſne 

Should from Encounter guard. Could I find out 

The Woman's part in me, for there's no Motion 

That tends to Vice in Man, but I afirm _ 

It is the Woman's part; be it lying, note it, 

The Woman's; Flattering, hers; Deceiving, hers; 
Luft, and rank Thoughts, hers, hers; Revenges, hers; 
Ambitions, Covetings, change of Prides, Diſdain, - 
Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability : 

All Faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knows, 
Why hers, in part, or all; but rather all. For even to Vice 
They are not conſtant, but are changing ſtill; 

One Vice, but of a minute old, for one | 

Not half ſo old as that. I'll write againſt them, 

Deteſt them, curſe them — yet tis greater Skill 

In a true Hate, to pray they have their Will; 

The very Devils cannot plague them better. [Exits 
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S$CT I. $0 E N & -Þ 
SCENE A Palace, 


Enter in State, Cy mbeline, Queen, Cloten, and Lords at 
one Door; and at another, Caius Lucius and Attendants. 


CmAN TOW fay, what would Auguſtus Ceſar with us? 
wy N Luc. When Fulius Cæſar, whoſe remembrance yet 
Lives in Mens Eyes, and will to Ears and Tongues 
Be Theam, and Lewin ever, was in this Britain, 
And cenquer'd it, Cafſibelan thine Uncle, 
Famous in Cæſars Praiſes, no whit leſs 
Than in his Feats deſerving it for him 
And his Succeſſion, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yearly three thouſand Pounds; which by thee lately 
Is left untender'd. By | 
ueen, And to kill the marvail, 

Shall be ſo ever. $6705 

Clot. There be many Cæſars, ; 
Ere ſuch another Fulius: Britain's a World 
By it ſelf, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own Noſes. 

Queen. That Opportunity _ | 
Which then they had to-take from's, to reſume 
We have again; remember, Sir, my Leige, 
The Kings your Anceſtors, together with 
The natural Bravery. of your lfle, which ſtands 
As Neptune's Park ribbed, and paled in 
With Oaks.unskaleable, and roaring Waters, 
With Sand that will not bear your Enemies Boats; 
But ſack them up ® th Top- maſt. A kind of Conqueſt 
Ceſar made here, but made not here his brag 
Of, came, and ſaw, and overcame; with ſhame, 
The firſt that eyer touch d him, he was carried 
From off our Coaft, twice beaten; and his Shipping, 
Poor 222 Baubles, on our terrible Seas, 
Like Egg ſhells, mov d upon their Surges, crack'd 
As-ealily gainſt our Rocks, For Joy whepeof, 
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The fam'd Caſſbelan, who was once at point, 
Oh giglet Fortune! to maſter Cæſar's Sword, 
Made Lud Town with rejoieing Fires bright, 
And Britains ſtrut with Courage. 

Clot. Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid. Our 
Kingdom is ſtronger than it was at that time; and, as I 
faid, there is no dre ſuch C2ſars ; other of them may have 
crook'd Noſes, but to owe ſuch ſtrait Arms, none. 

Cym. Son, let your Mother end. 

Clot. We have yet many among us, can gripe as hard as 
Caſſtbelan, 1 do not ſay 1 am one; but I have a hand. WH 
Tribute? Why ſhould we pay Tribute? If Cæſar can hide 
the Sun from us with a Blanket, or put the Moon in his 
Pocket, we will pay bim Tribute for Light; elſe, Sir, no 
more Tribute, pray you now. 

m. You muſt know, 
Till the injurious Romans did extort | 
This Tribute from us, we were free. Cez/ar's Ambition, 
Which-fwell'd ſo much, that it did almoſt ſtretch 
The ſides o th* World, againſt all Colour here, 
Did put the Yoke upon s; which to ſhake off 
Becomes a warlike People, whom we reckon 
Our ſelves to be; we do. Say then to Ceſar, 
Our Anceſtor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain'd our Laws, whoſe uſe the Sword of Ceſar 
Hath too much mangled; whoſe repair and franchiſe, 
Shall by the Power we hold be our good deed, 
ThoughRome be therefore angry. Mulmutius made our Laws: 
Who was the firſt of Britala, which did put | 
His Brows within a golden Crown, and call'd 
Himſelf a King. | 

Luc. I am forry, Cymbeling, 
That I am to pronounce Augaſtus Caſar, 
Ceſar that hath more Kings bis Servants, than 
Thy ſelf Domeſtick Officers, thine Enemy. 
Receive it from me then. War, and Confuſion 
In Cefar's Name warn gainſt thee: 
For Fury, not to be reliſted, Thus defy'd, 
] thank thee for my ſelf, 

m Thou art welcome, Caius 
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Thy Cæſar Knighted me; my Youth I ſpent _ 

Much under him: Of him, I gather'd Honour, 

Which he, to ſeek of me again, 2 

Behooves me keep at utterance. I am perfect, 

That the Pannonian and Dalmatians, for 

Their Liberties, are now in Arms: A Precedent 

Which not to read, would ſhew the Britains cold: 

So Cæſar ſhall not find them. 

Luc. Let Proof ſpeak. 

 Clot. His Majeſty bids you Welcome. Make Paſtime with 

us a Day, or two, or longer: If you ſeek us afterwardsin 

other terms, you. ſhall find us in our Salt-water Girdle: If 

you beat us out of it, it is yours: If you fall in the Adven- 
ture, our Crows ſhall fare the better for you: And there's 


an end, 
Tac. So, Sir. 2 
Om. I know your Maſter's Pleaſure, and he mine: 
All the Remain, is welcome. Exeunt. 


Enter Piſanio reading 4 Letter. 
Piſ. How ? of Adultery? Wherefore write you not 

What Monſters her accuſe ? Leonatus ! 

Oh Maſter, what a ſtrange Infection 

Is fall'n into thy Ear? What falſe Italian, 

| As poiſonous tongu'd, as handed, hath ptevail'd 

On thy too ready hearing? Diſloyal? No, 
She's puniſh'd for her Truth; and undergoes 
More Goddeſs-like, than Wife-like, ſuch Aſſaults 
As would take in ſome Virtue. Oh my Maſter, 

Thy Mind to her, is now as low, as were 4 * 
Thy Fortunes. How? That I ſhould Murther her, 
Upon the Love, and' Truth, and Vows, which I - 
Have made to thy Command!——1I her! — Her Blood? 
If it be fo, to do good Service, never | | 
Let me be counted ſerviceable. How look I, 

That I ſhould ſeem to lack Humanity, 
So much as this Fact comes to? Do't — the Letter ¶ Reading, 
That I baue ſent her, by her own Command, 
Shall give the Opportunity. Oh damn'd Paper! 
Black as the Ink that's on thee: Senſeleſs Bauble! 
Art thou a Fœdarie for this act; thou look ſt a 
| So 
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So Virgin- like without? Lo here ſhe comes. 
| Enter Imogen. 
J am ignerant in what I am commanded. 
- Imo. How now, Piſanio? 
Piſ. Madam, here is a Letter from my Lord. 
Imo. Who! thy Lord? that is my Lord Leonatus * 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that Aſtronomer 
That knew the Stars, as I his Characters, 
He'd lay the Future open. You good Gods, 
Let what is here contain'd; reliſh of Love, 
Of my Lord's Health, of his Content, yet not 
That we two are aſunder, let that grieve him: 
Some Griefs are medicinable, that 1s one of them; 
For it doth phyſick Love, of his Content, 
All but in that. Good Wax, thy leave: bleſt be 
You Bees that make theſe Locks of Counſel. Lovers, 
And Men in dangerous Bonds pray not alike. 
Though Forfeitures you caſt in Priſon, yet 
You claſp young Cupids — good News, Gods, 
: | eading. | 
Uſtice, and jour Father's Wrath ſhould he take me in his 
Dominion. cojuld not be ſo cruel to me, as you, oh the deay- 
eft of Creatures, would eum renew me with your Eyes. Take 
notice that I am in Cambria at Milford-Haven: What your 
own Love will out of this adviſe you, follow. So he wiſhes 
you all Happineſs, that remains Loyal to his Vom, and your 
increaſing in Love, | Leonatus Poſthumus.. 
Oh for a'Horſe with Wings! Hear'ſt thou, Piſania _. 
He is at Milford- Haven Read, and tell me 
How far tis thither. If one of mean Affairs 
May plod it in a Week, why may not ! 
Glide thither in a day? then, true Piſanio, 
Who long'ft like me, to fee thy Lord; who long' ſt, 
(Oh let me bate) but not like me, yet long'ſt 
But in a fainter kind —— Oh not like me; 
For mine's beyond, beyond ſay, and ſpeak th ex: 
Love's Counſellor ſhould: fill the Bores of Hearing 
To th' ſmothering of the Senſe — how far it is 
To this ſame bleſſed Milford? And by thi way 
Tell me how Wales was made ſo happy, as | 
= Tins 
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' inherit ſuch a Haven. But firſt of all, 


Ho may we ſteal from hence: And for the Gap 


That we ſhall make in time, from our hence going, 
And our return, to excuſe but firſt, how get hence, 
Why ſhould Excuſe be born or e er begat ? 

We'll talk of that hereafter. Prithee ſpeak, 

How many Score of Miles may we well ride 

*Twixt Hour and Hour ? 1 

Piſ, One Score twixt Sun, and Sun, a 
Madam's enough for you: And too much tos. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to's Execution, Man, ; 
Could never go ſo flow: I have heard of riding Wagers, 
Where Horſes have been nimbler than the Sands ; 
That runs i'th' Clocks behalf. But this is Foolery, 

Go, bid my Woman feign a Sicknels, ſay | 
She'll home to her Fatber, and provide me preſent 
A riding Suit: No coſtlier than would fit 
A Franklin's Houſewife. . 
Piſ. Madam, you're beſt conſider, E 
Imo. I fee before me, Man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor what enſues, but have a Fog in them, 
That I cannot look thorough. Away, I prithee, 
Do as I bid thee; there's no more to ſay; 
Acceſſible is none but Milford way. [Exeuns. 


SCENE Il. A Freft with @ Cove. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 


Bel. A goodly Day, not to keep Houſe with ſuch, - 
Whoſe Roof's as low as ours: See, Boys! this Gate 
Inſtructs you how t'adore the Heay'ns; and bows you 
To a Morning's holy Office. The Gates of Monarchs 
Are Arch'd ſo high, that Giants may jet through 
And keep their impious Turbands on, without 
Good Morrow to the Sun, Hail, thou fair Heay'a, 
We houſe i th Rock, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly, 

As prouder Livers do. | 

Guid. Hail, Heay'n! 

Arv. Hail, Heav'n! | ' ; 

Bel, Now for our Mountain ſport, up to yond Hill, 
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Your Legs are young: I'll tread theſe Flats. Conſider, 
When you above perceive me like a Crow, 
That it is Place, which leſſens and ſets off, | 
And you may then revolve what Tales I have told-you, 
Of Courts of Princes, of the tricks in War, 
This Service, is not Service, ſo being done, 
But being ſo allow'd. To apprehend thus, 
Draws us a profit from all things we ſee: 
And often to our Comfort, ſhall we find 
The ſharded Beetle, in a ſafer hold 
| Than is the full-wing'd Eagle. Oh this Life, 
I Is nobler than attending for a Check; 
% Richer, than doing nothing for a Bauble; 
Prouder than ruſtling in unpaid-for Silk: 
Such gain the-Cap of him, that makes them fine, 
Yet keeps his Book uncroſs d; no Life to ours. 
Guid. Out of your Proof you ſpeak; we poor unflede'd 
Have never wing'd fgom view 0'th' Neſt; nor know not 
What Air's from Home. Hap'ly this Life is beſt, ; 
If quiet Life is beſt, ſweeter to you | 
That have a ſharper known: well correſponding - 
With your ſtifl Age; but unto us, it is 
A Cell of Ignorance; travelling a-Bed, 
1. A Priſon, or a Debtor, that not dares 
8 To ſtride a limit. . 
Arv. What ſhould we ſpeak; of 
When we are old as you? when we ſha!l hear 
The Rain and Wind beat dark December? How, 
In this our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 
The freezing Hours away? we have ſeen nothing, 
We are beaſtly; ſubtle as the Fox for Prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolf, for what we eat: 
Our Valour is to chaſe what flies, our Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the prifon'd Bird, 
And ſing our Bondage freely. 
Bel, How you ſpeak? 
Did you but know the City's Uſuries, 
And felt them knowingly; the Art o'th* Court, 
As hard to leave, es keep, whoſe top to climb 
Is certain falling, or ſo {lipp'ry, that - © 


\ 
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The Fear's as bad as Falling. The Toil eth War., 
A Pain, that only ſeems to ſeek out Danger | 
Pth' name of Fame, and Honour; which dies i th' ſearch; 
And hath as oft a ſland rous Epitaph, 
| As Record of fair act; nay, many time 
| Doth ill deſerve, by doing well: what's worſe 
Muſt curt'fie at the Cenſure. Oh Boys, this Story 
The World may read in me: My Body's mark'd 
With Roman Swords; and my Report was once 
| Firſt with the beſt of Note. Cymbeline lov'd me, 
| And when a Soldier was the Theam, my Name 
| Was not far off: Then was I as a Tree | 
| Whoſe Boughs did bend with Fruit. But in one Night, 
| A Storm, or Robber . call it what you will, 
Shook down my mellow Hangings, nay my Leaves, 
| And left me ls to Weather. fp 
Guid, Uncertain Fayour! 155 | 
Bel. My Fault being nothing, as I have told you oft, 
But that two Villains, whoſe falfe Oaths prevail'd 
Before my perfect Honour, ſwore to Cymbeline, 
I was Confederate with the Romans: So | 
| Follow'd my Baniſhment, and this Twenty Years, 
| This Rock, and theſe Demeſnes, have been my World, | 
Where I have liv'd at honeſt freedom, pay'd 2 | 
More pious Debts to Heav'n, than in 1 Ove | ' 
The fore-end of my time—— But, up to th* Mountains, , 
This is not Hunters Language; he that ſtrikes | I 
The Veniſon firſt, ſhall be the Lord o' th Feaſt, \ 
To him the other two ſhall miniſter, | E 
And we will fear no Poiſon, which attends I 
In place of greater State: | | * 
Il meet you in the Valleys. Exeunt. v 
How hard it is to hide the Sparks of Nature? | | A 
Theſe Boys know little they are Sons to th King, S1 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. | 
They think they are mine, and tho? train'd up thus meanly T 
V th' Cave, where, on the Bow, their Thoughts do hit A 
The Roofs of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 
In ſimple and low things, to Prince it, much : \ 


Beyond the Trick of others: This Polydor, 
. The 


CYMBELINGE. 329 
The Heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The King his Father call'd Guiderius. Fove ! 

When on my Three-foot Stool I fit, and tell 
The warlike Feats I have done, his Spirits fly out 
Into my Story: Say, thus mine Enemy fell, 
And thus I ſer my Foot on's Neck, even then 
The Princely Blood flows in his Cheek, he ſweats, 
Stains his young Nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 
That acts my Words. The younger Brother Cadwall, 
Once Arvigarus, in as like a Figure 
Strikes Life into my Speech, and ſhews much more 
His own conceiving. Hark, the Game is rouz d 
Oh Cymbeline! Heav'n and my Conſcience knows 

Thou didſt unjuſtly baniſh me: whereon 

At three, and two Years old, I ſtole theſe Babes, 
Thinking to bar thee of Succeſſion, as 
Thou reft'ſt me of my Lands. Euriphile, 
Thou waſt their Nurſe, they took thee for their Mother, 


And every day do Honour to her Grave; 


My ſelf Belarius that am Morgan call'd, | 
They take for natural Father. The Game is up, [Exit, 
Enter Piſanio and Imogen. 

Ino. Thou told'ſt me when we came from Horſe, the Place 

Was near at hand: Ne'er long'd my Mother ſo 

To ſee me firſt, as I have now —— Piſanio! 

Where is Poſthumus? What is in thy Mind 3 

That makes thee ſtare thus? Wherefore breaks that Sigh 

From th' inward of thee? One, but painted thus | 

Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd g 

Beyond Self. explication. Put thy ſelf 

Into a haviour of leſs Fear, ere Wildneſs 

Vanquiſh my ſteadier Senſes. What's the Matter ? 

Why tender ſt thou that Paper to me, with 

A Look untender? if't be Summer News, 

Smile to't before, if Winterly, thou need'ſt 

But keep that Count'nance ſtill. My Husband's Hand? 

That Drug-damn'd Italy, bath out craftied him, 

And he's at ſome hard point. Speak, Man; thy Tongue 

May take off ſome Extremity, which to read 

Would be even Mortal to me, d 
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Piſ. Pleaſe you read, | bays” 
And. you ſhall find me, wretched Man, a thing 
The moſt difdain'd of Fortune. 


Imogen reads. ; 

HY Miſtreſs, Piſanio, hath play d the Strumpet in my 

Bed: The Teſtimonies whereof lye bleeding in me. 1 
ſpeak not out of weak Surmiſes, but from Proof as ſirong as my 
Grief. and as certain as I expect my Revenge. That part, thou 
Piſanio, muſt act for me 2 Faith be not tainted with the 
breach of hers, let thine. own Hands take away ber Life: I 
ſhall give thee opportunity at iilford-· Haven. She hath my 
Letter for the purpoſe; where, if thou fear to ſtrike and 10 
make me certain it is done, thou art the Pander to her Di- 


Shonour, and equally to me Diſſoyal. 


Piſ. What ſhall J need to draw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her Throat already. No, tis Slander, 
Whoſe Edge is ſharper than the Sword, whoſe Tongue 
Out-yenoms all the Worms of Nile v/boſe Breath 
Rides on the poſting Winds, and doth belyſe . 
Al Corners of the World. Kings Queens, and States, 
Maids, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave 
This viperous Slander enters. What chear, Madam? 
Imo. Falſe to his Bed! What is it to be falſe? 
To lye in watch there, and to think on him? 1 
To weep 'twixt Clock and Clock ? If Sleep charge Nature, 
To break it with a fearful Dream of him, ä 
And cry my ſelf awake? that's falſe to's Bed; is it? 

Piſ. Alas, good Lady! 

Imo. I falſe? thy Conſcience witneſs, Iachimo, 
Thou didſt accuſe him of Incontinency, 
Thou then look dſt like a Villain: Now, methinks, 
Thy Fayour's good enough. Some Jay of 1taly, 
Whoſe Mother was her painting, hath betray d him: 
Poor I am ftale, a Garment out of Fafhion, | 
And for 1 am richer than to hang by th' Walls, 
I muſt be ript; to pieces with me: Oh, 
Mens Vows are Womens Traitors. All god ſeeming 
By thy Revolt, oh Husband, ſhall be - thought 
Fut on for Villany: not horn where't grows, 


But 


4 ng, 


ure, 


But 


Goodly, and Gallant, ſhall be Falſe and Perjur d, 


The Riches of it. Do his bidding, ſtrike, 
Thou may'ſt be valiant in a better Cauſe: 


Thou ſhall not damn my Hand. 
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But worn a Bait for Ladies. 


Piſ. Good Madam, hear me | 
Imo. True honeſt Men being heard, like falfe AZneas, 
Were in his time thought falſe: And Synon's weeping 
Did ſcandal many a holy Tear; teok pity 
From moſt true Wretchedneſs. So thou Poſthumus, 
Wilt lay the leven to all proper Men; 


From thy great fail: Come, Fellow, be thou honeſt, 
Do thou thy Maſter's bidding. When thou ſeeſt him, 
A little witneſs my Obedience. Look, 

I draw the Sword my {elf, take it, and hit 

The innocent Manſion of my Love, my Heart, 
Fear not, tis empty of all things, but Grief; 

Thy Maſter is not there, who was indeed 


But now thou ſeem'ſt a Coward. 
Piſ. Hence, vile Inſtrument, 


Imo. Why, I muſt die, | 
And if 1 do not by thy Hand, thou art | 
No Servant of thy Mafter's, Againſt Self. laughter 
There is a Prohibition ſo divine 
That cravens my weak Hand: Come, here's my Heart 
Something's atore't—— Soft, ſoft, we'll no defence; 
[Opening her Breaſt. 

Obedient as the Scabbard. What is here, | 
The Seriptures of the Loyal Leonatus, 
All turn'd to Hereſie? Away, away, 

[ Pulling his Letter out of her Boſom. 
Corrupters of my Faith, you ſhall no more | 
Be Stomachers to my Heart: Thus may poor Fools 
Believe falſe Teachers: Though thoſe that are betray'd 
Do feel the Treaſon ſharply, yet the Traitor 
Stands in worſe caſe of Woe, And thou Poſthumus, 
That didſt fet up my Diſobedience gainſt the King 
My Father, and mad'ft me put into contempt the Suits 
Of Princely Fellows; ſhalt hereafter find | 
It is no act of common Paſſage, but 
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A ftrain of Rareneſs: And I grieve my ſelf, 
To think, -when thou ſhalt be diſedg'd by her, 
That now thou tireſt on, how thy Memory 
Will then be pang'd by me. Prithee diſpatch, 


The Lamb entreats the Butcher. Where's the Knife? 


Thou art too flow to do thy Maſter's bidding, 
When I defire it too. 
Piſ. O gracious Lady! 
Since I receiv d Command to do this Buſineſs 
I have not ſlept one wink. 
Imo. Do't, and to bed then: 
Piſ. I'll break mine Eye-balls firſt, 
Imo. Wherefore then 
Didit undertake it? why haſt thou abus d 
So many Miles, with a Pretence? this place? 


Mine Action? and thine own? our Horſes Labour? 


The time inviting thee? the perturb'd Court 
For my being abſent? whereunto I neyer 
Purpoſe return; why haſt thou gone ſo far 
To be unbent? when thou haſt ta'ea thy ſtand, 
Th'eletted Deer before thee ? 

Piſ. But to win time | 
To loſe fo bad Employment, in the which 
I have conſider d of a Courſe; good Lady, 
Hear me _ Patience, 3 

Imo. Talk thy Tongue weary, k; 
J have heard I at a | Beg and raine Far, 
Therein falſe ſtruck, can take no greater Wound, 
Nor Tent, to bottom that. But ſpeak. | 

Piſ. Then, Madam, 
I thought you would not back again. 

Imo. Molt like, 
Bringing me here to kill me. 

Piſ. Not ſo neither; 
But if I were as wiſe, as honeſt, then 
My Purpoſe would prove well; it cannot be, 
But that my Maſter is abus'd, ſome Villain, 
Ay, and ſingular in his Art, hath done you both 
This curſed Injury. | 

Ins. Some Roman Curtezan ? 
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Piſ. No, on my Life; . 
T'll give him Notice you are dead, and ſend him 


Some bloody Sign of it. For *tis commanded 


I ſhould do fo; you ſhall be miſs'd at Court, 
And that will well confirm it. 
Imo. Why, good Fellow; * 
What ſhall I do the while? Where bide? How live? 
Or in my Life, what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband? 
Piſ. If you'll back to th' Court. 
Imo. No Court, no Father; nor no more ado 
With that harſh, noble, ſimple nothing, 
That Cloten; whoſe Love · ſuit hath been to me 
As fearful as a Siege. 
Piſ. If not at Court, 
Then not in Britain muſt you bide. 
Imo. Where then? 
Hath Britain all the Sun that ſhines? Day? Night? 
Are they not but in Britain? I'th* World's Volume 
Our Britain ſeems as of it, but not in't; 
In a great Pool a Swan's Neſt. Prithee think 
There's Livers out of Britain. 
Piſ. I am moſt glad | 
You think of other Place: Th' Ambaſſador, 
Lucius the comes to Milferd- Haven 
To morrow. : ow, if you could wear a Mind 
Dark as your Fortune is, and but diſguiſe 
That which t'appear it ſelf, maſt not yet be, 
But by ſelf danger, you ſhould tread a Courſe 
Pretty, and full of view; yea, happily, near 
The Reſidence of Poſthumus; ſo nigh, at leaſt, 
That though his Action were not viſible, yet 
Report ſhould render him hourly to your Far, 
As truly as he moves. * 
Imo. Oh for ſuch means, 
Though Peril to my Modeſty, not Death on't, 
I would adventure. : 
Piſ. Well then, there's the Point: 
You mult forget to be a Woman, change 
Command in Obedience. Fear and Niceneſs, 
| | Ib: 
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The Handmaids of all Women, or mofe truly | 
Woman it's pretty ſelf, into a waggiſh Courage, 
Ready in Gybes, 8 {awcy, and 
As quarrellous as the Weazel: Nay, you muſt 
Forget that rareſt Treaſure of your Cheek, 
Expoſing it (but oh the harder Heart, 
Alack, no remedy) to the greedy Touch 
Of — Titan ; and forget 
| Your labourſome — dainty Trims, wherein 
You made great Juuo angry. 
Imo. Nat” be brief: * 
I ſee into thy end, and am almoſt 
A Man already. 5 
Piſ. Firſt, make your ſelf but like one. 
Fore- thinking this, I have already fit, 
Cris in my Cloak bag) Doublet, Hat, Hoſe, all 
That anſwer to them. Would you in their ſerving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From Youth of ſuch a- Seaſon, fore Noble Lucius 
Preſent your ſelf, defire his Service; tell him 
Wherein you're happy, which will make him know, 
If that his Head have Ear in Muſick, doubtleſs 
With Joy he will embrace you; for he's honourable, 
And doubling that, moſt holy. Your means abroad; 
You have me =, and I will never fail , 
nning, .nor ſupplyment. 5 
— Thou art 1 the Comfort | 
The Gods will diet me with. Prithee away. ww © 
There's more to be confider'd; but we'll even pes 
All that good time will give us, This attempt 
I am Soldier to, and will abide it with 
A Prince's Courage, Away, I prithee. 
Piſ. Well, Madam, we muft take a ſhort farewel, 
Leſt being miſs'd, I be ſuſpected of 
Your Carriage from the Court. My noble Miſtreſs, 
Here is a Box, I had it from the Queen, | 
What's in't is precious: If you are tick at Sea, 
Or Stomach qualm'd at Land, a dram of this 
Will drive away Diſtemper. To ſome Shade, : 4 
Ang fit you to your Manhood; may the Gods But 


— 
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Direct you to the beſt. | 
Imo. Amin: I thank thee, Exe. 


SCENE III. The Palace; 
Enter Cymbeline, Qusen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords. 
Cym. Thus far, and ſo farewel. 
Luc. Thanks, Royal Sir; | 
My Emperor hath wrote, I muſt from hence, 
And am right ſorry, that 1 muſt report ye 
My Mafter's Enemy. 
Cym. Our Subjects, Sir, | | 
Will not endure his Yoak ; and for our {elf 
To ſhew leſs Soveraignty than they, muſt needs 
Appear un-King like. . 
Luc. So, Sir: I defire of ou 
A Conduct over Land, to Milford-Haven. 
Madam, all Joy befal your Grace, and you, 
Cym. My Lords, you are appointed for that Office; ' 
The due of Honour in no point omit: 
So farewel, noble Lucius. 
Luc. Your Hand, my Lord. 
Clot. Receive it friendly; but from this time forth 
I wear it as your Enemy. 
Luc, Sir, the Event 
Is yet to name the Winner. Fare you well. | 
Om. Leave not the worthy Larius, good my Lords, 
Till he have croſt the Severy. Happineſs, ¶ Ex. Lucius, cy. 
Queen. He goes hence frowning; but it honours us, 
That we have given him Cauſe. | 
lat. Tis all the better, x 
Your valiant Britains have their Wiſhes in it. 
Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the Emperor, 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely, 
Our Chariots, and our Horſemen be in readineſs; 
The Powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will ſoon be drawn to Head, from whence he moyes 
His War for Britain 
Deen, Dis not rey Buſineſs, 
But muft be look d to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 


— 
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Our Expectation that it ſnould be thus 
— made us forward. But, 1 Queen, 
Where is our Daughter? She hath not appear d 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender d 
The Duty of the Day. She looks as like 
A thing more made of Malice, than of Duty, 
We have noted it. Call her before us, for 
We have been too light in Sufferance. 
ween. Royal Sir, | 
Since the Exile of Poſthumns, molt retir d 
Hath her Life been; the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
'Tis time muſt do. Beſeech your Majeſty, 
Forbear ſharp Speeches to her. She's a Lady 
So tender of Rebukes, that Words are Strokes, 
And Strokes Death to her. 
Egter a Meſſenger. 
cm. Where is ſhe, Sir? How | 
Can her Contempt be anſwer'd ? 

Me, Pleaſe you Sir, | FF 
Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anſwer 
That will be given to th' loudeſt Noiſe we make. 

Queen. My Lord, when laſt I went to viſit her, 
She pray d me to excuſe her keeping cloſe, 
Whereto conſtrain d by her infirmity, 
She ſhould that Duty leave unpaid to you 
Which daily ſhe was bound to proffer; this . 
She wiſh'd me to make known; but our gieat Court 

Made me to blame in Memory. a | 

Cym. Her Doors lock'd? w__ P20 1 
Not ſeen of late? Grant Heay'ns, that which 1 fear J 
Prove falſe. | _ xxit. 1 

Queen. Son, I fay ; follow the King. K [ 

Clot. That Man of hers, Piſanio, her old Servant, | þ 
1 have not ſeen theſe two Days. „  {Exth 

ueen. Go, look after Fra 414 5 
Piſanio, thou that ſtand'ſt ſo for Poſthumus! —— | ur E 
He hath a Drug of mine; 1 pray, his Abſence 
Proceed by ſwallowing that; for he believes N 
It is a thing moſt precious. But for her, v 

1 


Where is ſhe gone? Haply Deſpair hath ſeiz d ber ; 
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Or wing'd with Fervor of her Love, ſhe's flown 
To her defired Poſthumus; gone ſhe is, 
To Death, or to Diſhonour, and my end 
Can make good uſe of either. She being down, 
I haye the placing of the Britiſh Crown, 
Enter Cloten. 

How now, my Son? 

Clot. Tis certain ſhe is fled. 
Go in and cheer the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 

ween. All the better; may 

This Night fore: ſtall him of the coming Day. [Exit Qu. 

Clot. I love and hate her; for ſhe's tair and Royal, 
And that ſhe hath all courtly Parts more exquiſite 
Than Lady, Ladies, Woman, from every one 
The beſt ſhe hath, and ſhe of all Compounded 
Out-ſells them all; I love her therefore; but 
Diſdaining me, and throwing Favours on 


| The low Poſthumus, ſlanders ſo her Judgment, 


That what's elſe rare, is choak'd; and in that poi it 
I will conclude to hate her, nay indeed, 
To be reveng'd upon her. For when Fooli—— 
Enter Piſanio. 

Who is here? What, are you packing, Sirrah? 
Co MN hither; Ah you precious Pander, Villain, 
Where is thy Lady? In a word, or elle 
Thou art ſtraightway with the Fiends. 

Piſ. Oh, good my Lord, 

Clot. Where is thy Lady? Or, by Fupiter, 
I will not ask again. Cloſe Villain, 


+ Ill have this Secret from thy Heart, or rip 


Thy Heart to find it. Is ſhe with Poſthumus? 

From whoſe ſo many weights of baſeneſs, cannot 

A dram of Worth be drawn. | 
Piſ. Alas, my Lord, 

How can ſhe be with him? When was ſhe riſs'd? 

He is in Rome. | 


- Clot. Where is ſhe, Sir? Come nearer; 


No farther halting ; ſatisſie me home, 
What is become of her. 


- 
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Piſ. Oh, my all-worthy Lord! 
Clot. All- worthy Villain! 
Diſcover where thy Miſtreſs is, at once, 
At the next Word; no more of worthy Lord. 


Speak, or thy Silence on the Inſtant is 


Thy Condemnation and thy Death. 

Piſ. Then, Sir, 
This Paper is the Hiſtory of my Knowledge 
Touching her flight. 

Clot. Let's ſee t; 1 will purſue her 
Even to Auguſtus Throne. 

Piſ. Or this, or periſh. LAſide. 
She's far enough, and what he learns by this, | 
May prove his Travel, not her Danger. 

Clot. Humh. 

Piſ Vl write to my Lord ſhe is dead. Oh, - Imogen, 
Safe may'ſt thou wander, ſafe return again. 

Clot. Sirrah, is this Letter true? 

Piſ. Sir, as I think. 

Clot. It is Poſthumus's Hand, I know't. Sirrah, if thou 


-would'ſt not be a Villain, but todo metrue Service; undergo 


thoſe Empley ments wherein I ſhould have Cauſe to uſe thee 
with a ſerious Induſtry, that is, what Villany ſoc'er I bid 
thee do to perform it, directly and truly, I would think 
thee an honeſt Man; thou ſhouldſt neither want my Means 
for thy Relief, nor my Voice for thy Preferment. 

Piſ. Well, my good Lord. 

Clot, Wilt thou ſerve me? For ſince patiently and con- 


ſtantly thou haſt ſtuek to the bare Fortune of that Beggar 


Pofthumns, thou can'ſt not in the Courſe of Gratitude, but 


be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou ſerve me? 


Piſ. Sir, I will, 

Clot. Give me thy Hand, here's my Purſe, Haſt any of 
thy late Maſter's Garments in thy Poſſeſſion ? 

Piſ. 1 have, my Lord, at the Lodging, the ſame Suit he 


-wore, when he took leave of my Lady and Miſtreſs, 


Clo. The firſt Service thou doſt me, fetch that Suit hi- 


-ther; let it be thy firſt Service, go. 


pi, 1 ſhall, my Lord. [Exit. 
Clot, Meet thee at Milford Haven? I forgot to ask him 
4 | one 
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follow it. Come and be true, Exit, 
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one thing, I'll remember't anon; even there, thou Villain, 
Poſthumus, will I kill thee. I would theſe Garments were 
come. She faid upon a time, the bitterneſs of it I now 
Belch from my Heart, that ſhe held the very Garment of 
Poſthumus, in more reſpect, than my Noble and Natural 
Perſon; together with the adornment of my Qualities. 
With that Suit upon my Back will 1 raviſh her; firſt kill 
him; and in her Eyes — there ſhall ſhe ſee my Valour, 
which will then be a torment to her Contempt. He on 
the Ground, my ſpeech of Inſultment ended on his dead 
Body, and when my Luft hath dined, which as I fay, to 
vex her, I will execute in the Cloaths that ſhe fo prais d; 
to the Court I'll knock her back, foot her home again. She 
hath deſpis'd me rejoycingly, and I'll be merry in my 
Revenge, 
Enter Piſanio, with a Suit of Cloaths. 


Be thoſe the Garments? 


Pif. Ay, my Noble Lord. 

Clot. How long is't ſince ſhe went to Milford. Haven? 

Piſ. She can ſcarce be there yet. 

Clot. Bring this Apparel to my Chamber, that is the 
ſecond thing that I have commanded thee. The third is, 
that thou wilt be a voluntary Mute to my Deſign. Be but 
duteous, and true Preterment ſhall tender it ſelf to thee. 
My Revenge is now at Milford, would I had Wings to 

Pi. Thou bidd'ſt me to my loſs: for true to thee, = 
Were to prove falſe, which 1 will never be, 

To him that is moſt true. To Milferd go, | 

And find not her, whom thou purſueſt. Flow, flow, 
You Heav'nly Bleſſings on her: This Fool's ſpeed 
Be-croſt with ſlowneſs; Labour be his meed. [Exit. 


SCENE IV. The Forreſt and Cave. 


Enter Imogen in Boys Cloaths. 


Imo. 1 ſee a Man's Lite is a tedious one, 
I have tired my ſelf; and for two Nights together 
Have made the Ground my Bed, I ſhould be ſick, 
But that my Reſolution helps me; Milford, 
When from the Mountain top Pi/anio ſhew'd thee, 
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I could not miſs my way. Will poor Fol 


340 CyYMBELINE. 


Thou waſt within a Ken. Oh, Fove, I think 

Foundations fly the wretched, ſuch I mean, 

Where they ſhould be relieved. Two Beggars told me, 
s lie 

That have Afflictions on them, knowing tis 

A Puniſhment, or Trial? Yes; no wonder, | 

When rich ones ſcarce tell true. To lapſe in Fulneſs 

Is ſorer, than to lye for Need; and Falſhood 

1s worſe in Kings, than Beggars. My dear Lord, 

Thou art one o'th' falſe ones; now I think on thee, 

My hunger's gone; but even before, I was 

At point to fink for Food. But what is this? [Seeing the Cave. 

Here is a Path to't — tis ſome Savage hold; 

I were beſt not call; I dare not call; yet Famine 


Ere it clean o'er-throw Nature, makes it valiant. 


Plenty and Peace breeds Cowards, Hardneſs eyer 


Of Hardineſs is Mother. Ho! who's here? 


If any thing that's civil, ſpeak; if Savage, 

Take, or lend---Ho! no anſwer? then T'll enter. 

Beſt dry my Sword; and if mine Enem 

But fear the Sword like me, he'll ſcarcely ook on't. 

Such a Foe, good Heav'ns. [She goes into the Cave. 

Exer Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. | 

Bel. You PNidore have prov'd beſt Woodman, and 

Are Maſter of he Feaſt; Cadwall and I | 

Will play the Cook. and Servant, 'tis our match: 

The ſweat of Induſt\} would dry, and die 

But for the end it works to. Come, our Stomachs 

Will make what's homely, ſavourly; Wearineſs 

Can ſnore upon the/Flint, when reſty Sloth 


Finds the Down pifow hard. Now peace be here, 
Poor Houſe, that Keeps thy ſelf. 
Guid. I ar Laroughly weary. 


145 Tam weak with Toil, yet ſtrong in Appetite. 


uid. There is cold Meat i*th* Cave, we'll brouze on that 
ilſt what we have kill'd be Cook d. 
Bel. Stay, come not in — [Looking in. 
But that it eats our Victuals, I ſhould think 
He were a Fairy. | | 
Guid. What's the matter, Sir? 


Bel. 


ve. 


hat 
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Bel. 
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Bel. By Jupiter an Angel! or if not, 
An Earthly Paragon. Behold Divineneſs 
No elder than a Boy. 


a” 


Enter Imogen. 

Imo. Good Maſter, harm me not; 
Before I enter'd here, I call'd, and thought 
To have begg'd, or bought, what I have took: good Troth 
I have ſtoln nought, nor would not, though I had found 
Gold ftrew'd i'th' Floor. Here's Mony for my Meat, 
I would have left it on the Board ſo ſoon 
As I had made my Meal : And parted 
With Prayers for the Provider. 

Guid. Mony. Youth? 

Arv. All Gold and Silver rather turn to Dirt, 
As tis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe 
Who worſhip dirty Gods. 

Imo. I ſee you're angry: 
Know, if you kill me for my Fault, I ſhould 
Have dy d, had I not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound? 

Imo. To Milford. Haven. 

Bel. What's your Name? 
Imo. Fidele Sir; I have a Kinſman; Who 
Is bound for Italy: He embark'd at Milford, 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with Hunger, 
I am faln in this Offence. 

Bel. Prithee, fair Youth, 
Think us no Churls; nor meaſure our good Minds 
By this rude Place we live in. Well-encounter'd, 
*Tis almoſt Night, you ſhall have better Cheer 
Ere you depart, and thanks to ſtay and eat it* 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

Guid. Were you a Woman, Youth, 
I ſhould woe hard, but be your Groom in honeſty ; 
I bid for you, as I do buy. 

Arv. Vl make't my Comfort 
He is a Man, I'll love him as my Brother: 
And ſuch a welcome as I'd give to him, 


-After long Abſence, ſuch is yours. Moſt welcome: 


Be ſprightly, for you fall mongſt Friends, 
P 3 Imo. 


| 
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Imo. Mongſt Friends, IIIa. 

If Brothers: Would it had been ſo, that they 

Had been my Father's Sons, then had my Prize 

Been leſs, and ſo more equal ballaſting 

To thee, Poſthumus. | 

Bel. He wrings at ſome Diſtreſs. 

Gaid. Would 1 could free't. 
Arv. Or 1, what cer it be, 

What Pain it coſt, what Danger; Gods! WY To 
Bel. Hark, Boys. [Whiſpering 
Imo. Great Men 

That had a Court no bigger than this Cave, 

That did attend themſelves, and had the Virtue 

Which their own Conſcience ſeal'd them; laying by 

That Nothing-gift of differing Multitudes 

Could not out-piece theſe twain. Pardon me Gods, 

I'd change my Sex to be Companion with them, 

Since Leonatus is falſe. 

Bel. It ſhall be ſo: | : 

Boys, we'll go dreſs our Hunt, Fair, you come 1nz 

D-ſcourſe is heavy, faſting ; when we have ſupp'd 

We'll mannerly demand thee of thy Story. 

So far as thou wilt ſpeak it. 

Guid. Pray draw near. 
 Arv. The Night to th' Owl. 

And Morn to th' Lark leſs welcome, 

Imo. Thanks, Sir. N 
Av. I pray draw near. [Exennt, 


SCENE v. Rome: 


Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes. 


1 Sen. This is the Tenor of the Emperor's Writ ; 
That fince the commen Men are now in Action 
*Gainſt the Pannonians, and Dalmatians, 

And that the Legions now in Gallia, are 
Full weak to undertake our Wars againſt 
The fal'n- off Britains, that we do incite 

The Gentry to this Buſineſs. He creates 
Lucius Pro-Conſul : And to you the Tribunes 


(0 
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For this immediate Levy, he commands 
His abſolute Commiſſion. Long live Caſar. 
Tri. Is Lucius General of the Forces? 
2 Sen. Ay. ; 
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia? 
1 Sen. With thoſe Legions 
Which I have ſpoke of, whereunto your Levy 
Muſt be ſuppliant: the Words of your Commiſſion 
Will tie you to the Numbers and the Time 
Of their diſpatch, 
Tri. We will diſcharge our Duty. [LExemnt. » 


— 


ACTI. SC'ENS EL 
SCENE the Foreſt. 


Enter Cloten alone. 


4 Am near to th' Place where they ſhould meet. if 
Piſanio have mapp'd it truly. How fit his Garments 
ſerve me! Why ſhould his Miſtreſs, who was made by him, 
that made the Tailor, not be fit too? The rather, ſaving 
reverence of the Word, for tis aid, a Woman's fitneſs comes 
by fits: Therein I muſt play the Workman, I dare ſpeak 
it to my ſelf, for it is Vain-glory for a Man and his 
Glaſs, to confer in his own Chamber ; I mean, the Lines of 
my Body are as well drawn as his; no leſs young, more 
ſtrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, beyond him in the ad- 


- vantage of the time, above him in Birth, alike converſant 


in general Services, and more remarkable in ſingle Oppoſiti- 
ons; yet this imperſeverant Things loves him in my deſpight. 
What Mortality is! Poſthrmus, thy Head, which is now grow- 
ing upon thy Shoulders, ſhall within this Hour be off, thy 
Mittreſs enforc'd, thy Garments cut to pieces before thy 
Face; and all this done, ſpurn her home to hex Father, who - 
may, happily, be a little angry for my ſorough uſage; but 
my Mother having power of his Teſtineſs, ſhall turn all in- 
to my Commendations. My Horſe is ty'd up ſafe, out 
Sword, and to a ſorepurpoſe; Fortune put them into my 
P 4 Hand; 
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Hand ; this is the yery deſcription of their meeting place, 
and the Fellow dares not deceive me. | Exit. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and Imogen 
om the Cave. 
Bel. Vou are not well: Remain here in the Cave, 
We'll come to you after Hunting. 
Arv. Brother, ſtay here: 
Are we not Brothers? 
Imo. So Man and Man ſhould be, 
But Clay and Clay differs in Dignity, 
Whoſe Duſt is both alike. I am very fick. 
Guid. Go you to Hunting, I'll abide with him. 
Uno. So ſick I am not, yet I am not well, 
But not ſo Citizen a wanton, as A 
To ſeem to die, e er ſick: So pleaſe you, leave me, 
Stick to your Journal courſe; the breach of Cuſtom, 
Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society is no Comfort 
To one not ſociable: I am not very ſick, 
Since I can reaſon of it. Pray you truſt me here, 
Ti rob none but my ſelf, and let me die 
Stealing fo poorly. | 
. Guid. I love he: I have ſpoke it, 
How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As I do love my Father. 
Bel. What? how? how? | 
Arv. If it be Sin to fay fo, Sir, I yoak me 
In my Brother's Fault: I know not why 
I love this Youth, and I haye heard you fay, 
Love's reaſon's without reaſon. The Bier at Door, 
And a demand who is't ſhall die, I'd fay 
My Father, not this Youth, 
Bel. Oh noble Strain! | 
O worthineſs of Nature, breed of Greatneſs! 
« Cowards father Cowards, and baſe things Sire baſe: 
Nature hath Meal and Bran; Contempt and Grace. 
I'm not their Father, yet who this ſhould be 
Doth Miracle it ſelf; lov'd before me! | 
*Tis the ninth Hour o'th* Morn, 
Aru. Brother, farewel, 
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Ino. 1 wiſh ye ſport. | 
Arv. Yoy health So pleaſe you, Sir, [heard ! 
Imo. Theſe are kind Creatures. Gods, what Lies I haye 
Our Courtiers ſay, all's ſavage, but at Court: 
Experience, oh ow thou diſprov'ſt Report. 
Th'imperious Seas breed Monſters; for the Diſh, 
Poor Tributary Rivers, as ſweet Fiſh; 
I am fick till, heart-ſick—— Piſanio, 
Il now taſte of thy Drug. [Drinks out of the Viol. 
Guid. I could not ſtir him; 
He faid he was gentle, but unfortunate; 
Diſhoneſtly afflicted, but yet honeſt. 
Arv. Thus did he anſwer me; yet ſaid, hereafter 
I Might know more. 
Bel. To th Field, to th' Field: 
We'll leave you for this time, go in, and reſt, 
Ary. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray be not fick, 


For you muft be our Houſewife, 


Imo. Well or ill, | | 
I am bound to you. Exit. 
Bel. And ſhalt be ever. 
This Youth, howe er diſtreſs d, appears he hath had 
Good Anceſtors, 
Aru. How Angel- like he fings? 
Guid. But his neat Cookery? 
Au. He cut our Roots in Chracters, 
And ſauc'd our Broth, as 2. had been ſick, 
And he her Dieter. 
Arv. Nobly he yokes 
A ſmiling with a ſigh: as if the ſigh 
Was that it was, for not being ſuch a ſmile: 
The ſmile mocking the iigh, that it would . 
From ſo divine a Temple, to commix . 
With Winds that Sailors rail at. 
Guid. I do note, 
That Grief and Patience rooted i in them both, 
Mingle their Spurs together. 
Arv. Grow Patience, 
Aud let the ſtinking Elder, Greif, untwine 
P 5 His 
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His periſhing Root, with the encreaſing Vine! 


Bel. It is great Morning. Come away: who's there | 


Enter Cloten. 2 
Clot. I cannot find thoſe Runagates, that Villain 
Hath mock'd me. I am faint. 
Bel. Thoſe Runagates ! , 
Means he not us? I partly know him; *tis 
Cloten, the Son o' th Queen; I fear ſome Ambuſ 


I faw him not theſe many Years, and yet 


I know tis he: we are held as Out-laws; hence. 
Guid. He is but one; you, and my Brother ſearch 
What Companies are near: pray you away, 
Let me alone with him. [Exeunt Belarius and Arviragus. 
Clot. Soft, what are you 
That fly me thus? Some Villain-Mountainers 
IT have of ſuch. What Slave art thou? 
Guid. A thing 
More {laviſh did I ne'er, than anſwering 
A Slave without a knock. 
Clot. Thou art a Robber, 
A Law-breaker, a Villain; yield thee, Thief. 
Guid, To whom? to thee? what art thou? Have not ! 
An Arm as big as thine? a Heart as big ? 
Thy Words I grant are bigger: for I wear not 
My Dagger in my Mouth. Say what thou art, 
Why I ſhould yield to thee? 
Clot. Thou Villain baſe, 


Know'ſt me not by my Cloaths? 


Guid. No nor thy Tailor, Raſcal, 
Who is thy Grandfather, he made thoſe Cloaths, 
Which, as it ſeems, make thee, - 

Clot. Thou precious Varlet! 
My Tailor made them not. 

Gaid, Hence then, and thank | 
The Man that gave them thee. Thou art ſome Fool, 
I am loath to beat thee, N 
Clot. Thou injurious Thief, 

Hear but my Name, and tremble; 

Guid. What's thy Name? 

du. Cloten, thou Villain. 
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Guid, Cloten, thou double Villain be thy Name, 
I cannot tremble at it; were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
*T would move me ſooner. 
Clet. To thy further Fear, 
Nay, to thy meer Confuſion, thou ſhalt know 
I am Son to th' Queen. 
Guid. I am ſorry fort; not ſeeming 
So worthy as thy Birth, | 
Clot. Art not afraid? | 
Guid. Thoſe that Ireverence, thoſe I fear, the Wiſe; 
At Fools I laugh, not fear them. 
Clot. Die the Death: 
When I have lain thee with my proper Hand, 
I'll follow thoſe that ev'n now fled hence, 
And on the Gates of Lud's Town ſet your Heads; 
Yield Ruſtick Mountaineer. Fight and Exennt. 
Enter Bellarius and Arviragus. 
Bel. No Company's abroad, | 
Arv. None in the World; you did miſtake him ſure. 
Bel. I cannot tell; long is it fince I ſaw him, 
But Time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe Lines of Favour, 
Which then he wore ; the ſnatches in his Voice, 
And burſt of 2 were as his: I am abſolute 
Twas very Cloten. 
Arv. In this place we left them; 
I wiſh my Brother make good time with him, 
You ſay he is fo fell 
Bel, Being ſcarce made up, 
I mean to Man; he had not apprehenſion 
Of roaring Terrors; For defect of Judgment - of 
Is oft the cauſe of Fear. But ſee thy Brother. 
ter Guiderius. 
Guid. This Cloten was a Fool, an empty Purſe, 
There was no Mony in't; Not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his Brains, for he had none: 
Yet I not doing this, the Fool had born 
My Head, as 1 do his. 
Bel. What haſt thou done? 7 
Grid. I am perfect what; cut off one Cloetn's Head, 


Sqn to the Queen, after his own re 
on to tue Ween, Ater nis OWN report, Who 
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Who call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and ſwore 
With his own Hand he'd take us in, g 
Diſplace our Heads, where, thanks to th' Gods, they grow, 
And ſet them on Lud's Town. 

Bel. We are all undone. | 

Guid. Why, worthy Father, what have we to loſe, 
But that he {wore to take, our Lives? the Law 
Prote&s not us, then why ſhould we be tender, 
To let an arrogant piece of Fleſh threat us? 
Play Judge, and Executioner, all himſeif? 
For we do fear no Law. What Company 
Diſcover you abroad? 

Bel. No ſingle Soul” | 
Can we ſet Eye on; but in all fafe reaſon 
He muſt have ſome Attendants, Though his Honour 
Was nothing but mutation, ay and that 
From one bad thing to 1 Not Frenzy, 
Not abſolute Madneſs could fo far have rav'd 
To bring him here alone, although perhaps 
It may be heard at Court, that ſuch as we 
Cave here, haunt here, are Out- laws, and in time 
May make ſome ſtronger Head, the which he hearing, 
As it is like him, might break out, and ſwear 
He'd fetch us in; yet is't not probable 
To come alone, either ſo undertaking, 
Or they ſo fuffering; then on good ground we fear, 
If we do fear this Body hath a Tail 
More perilous than the Head. 

Av. Let Ordnance . 
Come, as the Gods foreſay it, howſoe'er 
My Brother hath done well. 

Bel. I had no mind | 
To hunt this Day: The Boy Fidele's ſickneſs 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gaid. With his own Sword, 
Which he did wave againſt my Throat, I have ta en 
His Head from him: I'll throw't into the Creek 
| e Roch, * let it to the Sea, 

tell the Fiſhes, he's the Queen's Son, Cloten 

e 
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Exit. 
Bel 
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Bel. 1 fear twill be reveng'd: 
Would, Polidore, thou hadſt not don't: though Valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv. Would I had done't, 
So the Revenge alone purſu d me: Polidore, 
I love thee Brotherly, but enyy much 
Thou haſt robb'd me of this Deed; I would Re 
That poſſible Strength might meet, would ſeek us thro; 
And put us to our anſwer. 

Bel. Well, tis done: 
We'll hunt no more to Day, nor ſeek for Danger 
Where there's no Profit. I prithee to our Rock, 
You and Fidele play the Cooks: I'll ſtay 
Till haſty Polidore return, and bring him 


To Dinner preſently. 


Arv. Poor ſick Fidele! 

P11 willingly to him; to gain his Colour 

I'd ler a Pariſh of ſuch Cletens Blood, 

And praiſe my ſelf for Charity. [Exi#. 
Bel. O thou Goddeſs, 

Thou divine Nature! thy felf thou blazon'ſt 

In theſe two Princely Boys: they are as gentle 

As Zephyrs blowing below the Violet, 

Not wagging his ſweet Head; and yet, as rough, 

Their Royal Blood enchat'd, as the rud'ſt Wind, 

That by the top doth take the Mountain Pine, 

And make him ſtoop to th' Vail. *Tis wonder 

That an inviſible Inftin& ſhould frame them 

To Royalty unlearn'd, Honour untaught, 

Civility not ſeen from other; Valour, 

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 


As if it had been ſow'd: yet till its ſtrange 


What Cloten's being here to us portends, 


Or what his Death will bring us. 


Enter Guiderius, 
Guid. Where's my Brother? 
I have ſent Cloten's Clot-pole down the Stream, 
In Embaſſie to his Mother 3 his Body's Hoſtage 


For his Return. Solemn Muſick, 
Bel. My ingenious Inſtrument, 
| Hark 
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Hark Polidore, it ſounds : But what occaſion 
Hath Cadwall now to give it motion? Hark. 
Guid. Is he at Home? 
Bel. He went hence even now, 
Guid. What does he mean? 
Since death of my dear'ſt Mother 
It did not ſpeak before. All ſolemn things 
Should anſwer ſolemn Accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting Toys, 
Is Jollity for Apes, and Grief for Boys. 
Is Cadwal# mad? wy 
Enter Arviragus, with Imogen dead, bearing her in his 


Bel. Look, here he comes, 
And brings the dire occafion in his Arms, 
Of what we blame him for. 

Arv. The Bird is dead 
That we have made ſo much on. I had rather 
Have skipt from ſixteen Years of Age, to ſixty; 
To haye turn'd my leaping time into a Crutch, 
Than have ſeen this. 

Guid. Oh ſweeteſt, faireſt Lilly! 
My Brother wears thee not one half ſo well, 
As when thou grew'ſt thy ſelf. 

Bel. Oh Melancholly, 
Who ever yet could ſound thy bottom? Find 
The Ooze, to ſhew what Coaſt thy ſluggiſh care 
Might eaſilieſt harbour in ! Thou bleſſed thing. 


Zove knows what Man thou might'ſt hive made: but ah! 


Thou dy dſt, a moſt rare Boy, of Melancholly. 
How found you him? 


Arv. Stark, as you ſee: 
Thus ſmiling as ſome Fly had tickled Slumber, 


Not as Death's Dart being laugh d at: his ri 
Repoſing on a Cuſhion, ANG * 
Guid, Where? 
Arg. O'th' Floor: 
His Arms thus leagu d, I thought he ſlept, and put 
My clouted Brogues from off my Feet, whoſe rudeneſs 
Auſer'd my Steps too loud, © 
Guid, 
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Guid. Why, he but ſleeps; 
If he be gone he'll make his Grave a Bed; 
With Female Fairies will his Tomb be haunted, 
And Worms will not come to thee. 

Arv, With faireſt Flowers, 
Whilſt Summer laſts, and I live here, Fidele, 


The Flow'r that's like thy Face, pale Primroſe; nor 
The azur'd Hare Bell, like thy Veins; no nor | 
The Leaf of Eglantine, whom not to ſlander, 
Out-ſweetn'd nat thy Breath: the Raddock would 
With charitable Bill (Oh Bill fore ſhaming 
Thoſe rich- left Heirs, that let their Fathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this, 
Yea, and furr'd Moſs beſides. When Flow'rs are none 
To Winter- ground thy coarſe — 
Guid. Prithee have done, 
And do not play in Wench- like words with that 
Which is ſo 4 Let us bury him, 
And not protract with Admiration, what 
Is now due Debt. To th' Grave. 
Arv. Say, where ſhall's lay him? 
Guid. By good Euriphile, our Mother, 
Arv. Bet ſo: 
And let us, Polidore, though now our Voices N 
Have got the manniſh crack, ſing him to th Ground 
As once to our Mother: uſe like Note, and Words, 
Save that Euriphile muſt be Fidele. | 
Guid. Cadwall, : | 
I cannot fing: I'll weep, and word it with thee 
For Notes of Sorrow, out of tune, are worſe 
Than Prieſts, and Vanes that lie. * 
Aru. We'll ſpeak it then. | 
Bel. Great Griefs I ſee Med'cine the leſs. For Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a Queen's Son, Boys, 
And though he came our Enemy, remember 
He was paid for that: The Mean, and Mighty, rotting 
Together, have one Duſt, yet Reyerence, | 
The Angel of the World, doth make diſtinction 
Of place twixt high and low, Our Foe was Princely, 


— 
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And though you took his Life, as being our Foe, 


Yet bury him, as a Prince. 

Guid. Pray thee fetch him hither. 
Therfites Body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 

Arv. If you'll go fetch him, 

We'll fay our — whiM: Brother begin. 
Guid. Nay, Ca 

My Father hath a reafon for't. 

Arv. Tis true. | 
Guid. Come on then, and remeve him. 
AV. So, begin. ; 


$:0-N.G. 


Guid. Frar no more the Heat #'th' Sun, 
Nor the furious Winters rages, 
Thou thy worldly task haſt done, 
Home art gone, and take thy Wages, 
Golden Lads and Girls all muſs _ 
As Chimney Sweepers come to Duſt. 25 
Arv. Fear no more the Fromm 0'th' Great, 
Thou art paſt the Tyrant 's ſtroke, 3 
Care no more to Cloath and Eat, 
To thee the Reed is as the Oak: 
The Scepter, Learning, Phyſick muſt, 
All follow this, and come to Duſt. 
Guid. Fear ns more the Lightning flaſh. 
Arv. Nor th all-dreaded Thunder-flone. 
Guid. Fear no Slander, Cenſure raſh. 
Arv. Thon haſt finiſh'd Foy and Moan. 
Both. All Lovers young, all Lovers muſt 
Conſign to thee, and come to Duſt, 
| Guid. No Exorciſer harm thee. 
Arv. Nor no Witchcraft charm thee; 
Guid. Ghoſt wnlaid forbear thee. 
Arv. Nothing ill come near thee. 
Both. Quiet conſummation have, 
And renowned be thy Grave. 
i Euter Bellarius with the Body of 
Grid, We have done our Obſequies: 
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all we muſt lay his Head to th' Eaſt, 
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Come lay him down. abs ; 
Bel. Here's a few Flow'rs, but about Midnight more; 


The Herbs that have on them cold Dew o' th' Night 
Are ſtrewings fitt'ſt for Graves: upon their Faces 
You were as Flow'rs, now wither'd; even ſo 
Theſe Herbelets ſhall, which we upon you ſtrew. 
Come on, away, apart upon our Knees — 
The Ground that gave them firſt, has them again: 
Their Pleaſures here are paſt, ſo are their Pain. ¶ Exeunt. 
[Imogen awakes. 
Yes, Sir, to Milford- Haven, which is the way? 
I thank you---by yond Buſh---pray how far thither ? —— 
Ods pittikins — can it be fix Mile yet? | 
I have gone all Night — faith, I'll lye down and ſleep. 
But ſoft! no Bedfellow !—— Oh Gods, and Goddeſſes! 
[Seeing the Body. 
The Flow'rs are like the Pleaſures of the World; 
This bloody Man the care on't. I hope I dream; 
For ſo I thought I was a Cave- keeper, | 
And Cook to honeſt Creatures. But tis not ſo: 
*T'was but a bolt of nothing, ſhot at nothing, * 
Which the Brain makes of Fumes. Our very Eyes. | 
Are ſometimes like our Judgments, blind. Good Faith} 
I tremble till with Fear; but if there be 
Yet left in Heav'n, as ſmall a drop of Pity 
As a Wren's Eye: fear'd Gods! a part of it ! 
The Dream's here ſtill; even when 1 wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 
A headleſs Man! ——The Garments of Peſthumus? 
I know the ſhape of's Leg, this is his Hand, 
His Foot Mercurial, his Martial Thigh, 
The Brawns of Hercules: but his Jovial Face —— 
Murther in Heav'n!---- How !----'tis gone Piſanio . 
All Curſes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee! thou 
Conſpir d with that irregulous Devil Cloten, 
Have here cut off my Lord. To write, and read, 
Be henceforth treacherous. Damn'd Piſanio | 
Hath with his forged Letters damn d Piſan io 
From this moſt braveſt Veſſel of the World | 
| Stru 
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Struck the main top! Oh Poſthumus, alas, 8 
Where is thy Head? where's that? Ay me, where's that? 
Piſanio might have kill'd thee at the Heart, i 
And left his Head on. How ſhould this be, Piſanio. —— 
Tis he and Cloten. Malice and Lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. Oh tis pregnant, pregnant! 
The ons he gave me, which he ſaid was precious 
And Cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murd'rous to th' Senſes? that confirms it home: 
This is Piſanio's deed, and Cloten: Oh! 
Give colour to my pale Cheek with thy Blood, 
That we the horrider may ſeem to thoſe 
Which chance to find us. Oh, my Lord! my Lord! 
Enter Lucius, Captains, and a Soothſayer. 

Cap. To them, the Legions garriſon'd in Gallia 
After your Will, have croſs'd the Sea, attending 
You here at Milford-Haven, with your Ships: 
They are in readineſs. 

Luc. But what from Rome? 
- Cap. The Senate hath ſtirr'd up the Confiners, 

And Gentlemen of Italy, moſt willing Spirits, 

That promiſe Noble Service: and they come 
Under the Conduct of bold Iachimo, 
Senna s Brother. | 

Luc. When expect you them? 

Cap. With the next benefit o'th' Wind. 

Luc. This forwardneſs 


Makes our Hopes fair. Command our preſent numbers, 


Be muſtered, bid the Captains look to't. Now, Sir, 
What have you dream'd of late of this War's purpoſe? 
Sooth. Laft Night the very Gods ſhew'd me a Viſion 
(J faſt, and pray d for their Intelligence) thus: 
I ſaw Jove's Bird, the Reman Eagle, wing d 
From the Spungy South, to this part of the Weſt, 
There vaniſh'd in the Sun-beams, which portends, 
Unleſs my Sins abuſe my Divination, 
Succeſs to th Roman Hoſt, 
Luc. Dream often ſo, 
And never falſe. Soft ho, what Trunk is here? 
Without his Top? the Ruin ſpeaks, that ſometime 


It 


— 
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It was a worthy Building. How! a Page! 
Or dead, or ſleeping on him? but dead rather: 
For Nature doth abhor to make his Bed 
With the defunct. or ſleep upon the dead. 
Let's ſee the Boy's Face. 
Cap. He's alive, my Lord. | I 
Luc. He'll then inſtruct us of his Body. Young one, 
Inform us of the Fortunes, for it ſeems 
They crave to be demanded: Who is this 
Thou mak'ſt thy bloody Pillow? Or who was be 
That, otherwiſe than noble Nature did, 
Hath alter'd that good Picture? What's thy Intereſt 
In this fad Wrack? How came't? Who is't? 
What art thou? a 
Imo. I am nothing; or if not, : 
Nothing to be, were better: This was my Maſter, 
A very valiant Britain, and a good, 
That here by Mountainers lyes lain: Alas! 
There are no more ſuch Maſters: I may wander 
From Eaſt to Occident, cry out for Service, 
Try many, all good, ſerve truly, neyer 
Find ſuch another Maſter. 
Luc. Lack, good Youth ! | 
Thou mov'ſt no leſs with thy complaining, than 
Thy Maſter in bleeding: Say his Name, good Friend. 
Imo. Richard du Camp: If do lye, and do | 
No harm by it, though the Gods hear, I hope [4{ide] 
They'll pardon it. Say you, Sir? 
Luc. Thy Name? 
Imo. Fidele, Sir. 
Luc. Thou doſt approve thy ſelf the very ſame; 
Thy Name well fits thy Faith, thy Faith thy Nam“: 
Wilt take thy change with me? I will not ſay 


Thou ſhalt be ſo well maſter d, but be ſure 


No leſs below d. The Roman Emperor's Letters 

Sent by a Conſul to me, ſhould no ſooner 

Than thine own worth prefer thee: Go with me. 
Imo. Vil follow, Sir. But firſt, an't | nag the Gods, 

Ill hide my Maſter from the Flies as deep 

As theſe poor Pickaxes can dig: And when wi 
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Wich wild Wood-leaves and Weeds I ha ſtrew'd his Grave, 
And on it ſaid a Century of Pray rs, 
Such as I can, twice o'er, I'll Weep, and Sigh, 
And leaving ſo his Service, follow you, 
So pleaſe you entertain me. 
Tue Ay, good. Youth, . 
And rather Father thee, than Maſter thee. My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught us manly Duties: Let us 
Find out the prettieſt Dazied-plot we can, 
And make him with our Pikes and Partizans 
A Grave; come, Arm him: Boy, he is preferr d 
By thee, to us, and he ſhall be interr'd 
As Soldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine Eyes, 
Some falls are means the happier to ariſe. Exeunt. 


SCENE II. The Palace. 


Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Piſan io. 


Cym. Again; and bring me word how tis with her; 
A Fever with the Abſence of her Son; | 
A Madneſs, of which her Life's in danger; Heav'ns! 
How deeply you at once do touch me. Imogen, 

The great Part of my Comfort, gone! My Qucen 
Upon a deſperate Bed, and in a Time 

When fearful Wars point at me! Her Son gone, 
So needful for this preſent ! It ſtrikes me, paſt 
The Hope of Comfort, But for thee, Fellow, 
Who needs muſt know of her Departure, and 
Doſt ſeem ſo ignorant, we'll inforce it from thee 
Ey a ſharp Torture. | 

Piſ. Sir, my Life is yours, 

I humbly ſet it at your Will: But for my Miſtreſs, 
I nothing know where ſhe remains; why gone, 
Nor when ſhe purpoſes return. Beſeech your Highneſs, 
Hold me your Loyal Servant. | 
Lord. Good my Liege, 
The Day that ſhe was miſſing, he was here ; 
I dare be bound he's true, and ſhall perform 
All Parts of his Subjection loyally. For Cloten, 
There wants no diligence in ſeeking him, 
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And will no doubt be found. 
Cym. The time is troubleſome ; 
We'll flip you for a Seaſon, but with Jealouſie 
Do's yet depend. 
Lord. So pleaſe your Majeſty, 
The Roman Legions all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your Coaſt, with large Supply 
Of Roman Gentlemen, by the Senate ſent. 
Cym. Now for the Counſel of my Son and Queen: 
I am amaz'd with matter. 
Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your Preparation can affront no leſs 
Than- what you hear of, 
Come more, for more you're ready ; 
The want is, but to put theſe Powers in Motion, 
That long to move. 
Cym. I thank you; let's withdraw 
And meet the time, as it ſeeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us, but 
We grieve at Chances here. Away. [Exennt, 
Piſ. 1 heard no Letter from my Maſter, ſince 
I wrote him Imogen was flain. Tis ftrange ; 
Nor hear I from my Miſtreſs, who did promiſe 
To yield me often erz Neither know I 
What is betide to Cloten, but remain 
Perplext in all. The Heav'ns ſtill muſt work; 
Wherein I am falſe, I am honeſt; not true, to be true; 
Theſe preſent Wars fhall find 1 love my Country, 
Even to'the Note o'th'King, or I'll fall in them; 
All other Doubts, by time let them be clear'd, 
Fortune brings in ſome Boats, that are not ſteer d. ¶ Exit. 


SCENE III. The Foreſt. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 
SGuid. The Noiſe is round about us. 
Bel. Let us from it. 
Arv. What Pleaſure, Sir, find we in Life, to lock it 
From Action, and Adventure? 
Guid, Nay, what Hope 
Haye 
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Have we in hiding us? this way the Romans 
Muſt, or for Britains {lay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural Reyolts 


During their Uſe, and ſlay us after. 


Bel. Sons, | 
We'll higher to the Mountains, there ſecure us. 


To the King's Party there's no going; newnels 


Of Cloten's Death, we being not known, nor muſterd 


Among the Bands, may driye us to a render 
Where we have liv'd: And ſo extort from's that 
Which we have done, whoſe Anſwer would be Death 


Drawn on with Torture. 
Guid. This is, Sir, a doubt 
In ſuch a Time, nothing becoming you, 
Nor ſatisfying us. | 
Arv. It is not likely, 
That when they hear the Roman Horſes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd Fires, have both their Eyes 
And Ears ſo cloy'd importantly as now, 
That they will waſte their time upon our Note, 
To know from whence we are. 
Bel. Oh, I am known - 
Of many in the Army; many Years, 
Though Clotez then but young, you ſee, not wore him 
From my Remembrance. And beſides, the King 
Hath not deferv'd my Service, nor your Loves, 
Who find in my Exile the want of Breeding; 
The certainty of this hard Life, aye hopeleis 
To have the Courteſie your Cradle promis'd, 
But to be till hot Summer's Tanlings, and 
The ſhrinking Slaves of Winter. 
Guid. Than be fo, 
Better to ceaſe to be; pray, Sir, to th' Army; 
I, and my Brother are not known; your ſelf. 
Ss out of Thought, and thereto ſo o'er-grown, 
Cannot be queſtion d. 
Arv. By this Sun that ſhines 
Il thither; what thing is it, that I never 
Did ſee Man die, ſcarce ever look'd on Blocd, 
But that ef coward Hares, hot Goats and Veniſon? 


Never 
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Never beſtride a Horſe ſave one, that had 
A Rider like my ſelf, who ne er wore Rowel, 
Nor Iron on his Heel? I am aſham'd 
To look upon the holy Sun, to have 
The Benefit of his bleſt Beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

Guid. By Heav'ns Ill go; 
If you will bleſs me, Sir, and give me leave, 
I'll take the better care; but if you will not, 


The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The Hands of Romans. 


Aru. So ſay I, Amen. 


Bel. No Reaſon 1, ſince of your Lives you ſet 
So ſlight a Valuation, ſhould reſerye 
My crack d one to more care. Have with you, Boys. 
If in your Country Wars you chance to die, 
That is my Bed too, Lads, and there I'll lye. | 
Lead, lead; the Time ſeems long, their Blood thinks Scorn 
Till it flie out, and ſhew them Princes born, [Exeum, 


ACT V. SCENE L 


SCENE A Feld between the Britiſh and Ro- 
man Camps. 


Enter Poſthumus with a bloody Handkerchief. 


VI A bloody Cloth, Il keep thee; for I am wiſht 
Thou ſhould'ſt be colour'd thus. You married ones, 
If each of you would take this Courſe, how many 
Muſt murther Wives much better than themſelves 

For wrying but a little? Oh Piſanio ! 

Every good Servant does not all commands 

No Bond, but to de juſt enes. Gods! if you 

Should have ta en Vengeance on my Faults, I never 
Had liv'd to put on this; ſo had you ſaved 

The noble Imogen to repent, and ſtrook 

Me, Wretch, more worth your Vengeance. But alack 
You ſnatch from hence for little Faults; that's love 


To 
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To have them fall no more; you ſome permit 

To ſecond ills with ille, each worſe than other, 
And make them dread it, to the Doers thrift ; 

But Imogen is your own, do your beſt Wills, 

And make me bleſt to obey. I am brought hither 
Among th' Italian Gentry, and to fight 
Againſt my Lady's Kingdom; *'tis enough 

That, Britain, I have kill'd thy Miſtreſs: Peace, 
Vl give no Wound to thee; therefore, good Heav'ns, 
Hear patiently my Purpoſe. I'll diſrobe me 

Of theſe Italian Weeds, and ſuit my ſelf 

As do's a Britain Peazant? ſo I'll fight 

Againſt the Part I come with; fo I'll die 

For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my Life 

Is every Breath, a Death; and thus unknown, 
Pitied, nor hated, to the Face of Peril 

My ſelf I'll dedicate, Let me make Men know 
More Valour in me, than my Habit's ſhow ; 
Gods, put the ſtrength o'th' Leonats in me; 

To ſhame the Guiſe o'th' World, I will begin, 


The Faſhion leſs without, and more within. Exit. 


Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and the Roman Army at one Door; 
and the Britain Army at another: Leonatus Poſthumus 
following like a poor Soldier. They march over, and go 
out. Then enter again in Skirmiſh Tachimo, and Poſt- 
humus; he vanquiſheth and diſarmeth lachimo, and then 


leaves him. 

Iach. The heavineſs and = within my Boſom 
Takes off my Manhood; I have bely'd a Lady, 
The Princeſs of this Country; and the Air on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me: Or could this Carle, 
A very drudge of Nature's, have ſubdu'd me 
In my Protetlion ? Knighthoods, and Honows born, 
As I wear mine, are Titles but of Scorn; 

If that thy Gentry, Britain, go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the cdds 
Is, that we ſcarce are Men, and you are Gods, 


[ Exit, 


CYyMBELINE. 36L 


The Battel continues, the Britains fly, Cymbeline is taken ; 
Then enter to his reſcue, Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arvi- 
ragus. 

Bel, Stand, ſtand, we have the Advantageof the Ground, 

That Lane is Guarded : Nothing routs us, but 

The Villany of our Fears. 

Guid. Arv. Stand, ftand and Fight. 
Enter Poſthumus, and Seconds the Britains. They Reſcue 
Cymbeline, and Exeunt. LS 
Then enter Lucius, Iachimo, and Imogen. 
Luc. Away, Boy, from the Troops, and ſave thy ſelf; 

For Friends kill Friends, and the Diſorder's ſuch 

As War were hood-wink'd. | | 
Iach. Tis their freſh Supplies. 

Luc, It is a Day turn'd ſtrangely; or betimes 
Let's re-inforce, or fly. Exeunt. 
Enter Poſthumus, and à Britain Lord. 
Lord, Cam'ſt thou from where they made the ſtand? 


Poſt. I did. 
vie, | Though you it ſeems came from the Fliers, 
a Lord. 1 did. 1 
or; | Poſt. No blame to you, Sir, for all was loſt, 


nus But that the Heay'ns tought: the King himſelf 
| go Of his Wings deſtitute, the Army broken. 
oſt- And but the Backs of Britains ſeen; all flying 
then | Through a ſtraight Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the Tongue with ſlaught'ring, baving Work 
More plentiful, than Tools to do't, truck down 
Some mortally, ſome {lightly touch'd, ſome falling 
Meerly through fear, that the ſtraight Paſs was damm'd 
With dead Men, hurt behind, and Cowards living 
To die with lengthen'd ſhame, * 
Lord. Where was this Lane? 1 
Poſs. Cloſe by the Battel, ditch' d, and wall'd with Turf, 
Which gave Advantage to an ancient Soldier, | 
An honeſt one I warrant, who deſery'd 
So Jong a breeding, as his white Beard came to, 
Exit, x i , 
- In doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
Th He, with two Striplings, Lads more like to run 
| The Country baſe, than to commit ſuch Slaught WE tX7 
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With Faces fit for Masks, or rather fairer 4 
Than thoſe for Preſervation cas'd, or Shame, 
Made good the Paſſage, cry'd to thoſe that fled, 
Our Britains Hearts die flying, not our Men, 
To darkngſs fleet Souls that fly backwards; ſtand, 
Or we afe Remans, and will give you that 
Like Beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly, and may ſave _ 
But to look back in front: Stand, ſtand. Theſe three, 
Three thouſand confident, in a& as many; 
For three Performers are the File, when all 
The reſt. do nothing. With this Word Stand, ſtand, 
Accommodated by the place; more Charming 
With their own nobleneſs, which could have turn'd 
A Diſtaff to a Lance, gilded pale Looks; 
Part ſhame, part Spirit renew'd, that ſome turn'd Co 
But by Example (Oh a Sin in War, 
Damn'd in the firft Beginners) gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like Lions 
Upon the pikes o' th* Hunters, Then began 
A ſtop !th' Chaſer, a Retire; anon 
A Rout, confuſion thick. Forthwith they flie | 
Chickens, the way which they ſtoop'd Eagles: Slaves 
The ſtrides the Victors made; and now our Cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became p 
The Life o'th' need; having ound the back door open 
Of the unguarded Hearts, Heav'ns, how they wound, 
Some {lain before, ſome dying; ſome their Friends 
O'er-· born 1th' former wave, ten chac'd by one, 
Are now each one the Slaughter-man of twenty; 
Thoſe that would die or cer reſiſt, are grown 
The mortal Bugs o'th' Field. 

Lord. This was a ſtrange chance; 
A narrow Lane, an old Man, and two Boys. 

Poſt. Nay, do not wonder at it; you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things your hear, 
Than to work any. Will you Rhime vpon't, 
And vent it for Mock'ry? Here is one: 
** Two Boys, an old Man twice a Boy, @ Lane, 
i* Preſerv'd the Britains, was the Romans bane 

Lord, N.y, be not angry, Sir, 
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That draw his Knives i'th' War. Well I will find him; 


Had anſwer'd him. 


A Leg of Rome ſhall not return to tell 
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Poſt. Lack, to what end? | 


| Who dares not ſtand his Foe, I'll be his Friend; 


For if he'll do, as he is made to do, _ 

I know hell quickly. fly my Friendſhip too. 

You have put me into Rhyme. N 
Lord. Farewel, you're angry. Exit. 
Poſe. Still going? this is a Lord; oh noble Miſery 


To be i'th' Field, and ask what News of me; 


To day, how many would have given their Honours 

To bave ſav d their Carkaſſes? took heel to do't, 

And yet died to. 1, in mine own woe charm'd, 

Could not find Death, where I did hear him groan, 

Nor feel him vrhere he ſtrook. Being an ugly Monſter, 
Tis ſtrange he hides him in freſh Cups, ſoft Beds, 

Sweet Words; or hath more Miniſters than we 


For being now a Favourer to the Britain, 

No more a Britain, I have reſum'd again 

The part I came in. Fight I will no more, 

But yield me to the verieſt Hind, that ſhall + 
Once touch my Shoulder. Great the Slaughter is 
Here made by th' Roman; great the anſwer be, 
Britains muſt take, For me, my Ranſom's Death, 
On either fide I come to ſpend my Breath; 
Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear agen, 

But end it by ſome means for Imogen. 

x Enter two Captains, and Soldiers. 

1 Cap. Great Fupiter be pais'd, Lucius is taken. 
Tis thought the old Man, and his Sons, were Angels, 
2 Cap. There was a fourth Man, in a filly Habit, 

That gave th' Affront with them. 
1 Cap. So tis reported; 

But none of em can be fonnd. Stand, who's there? 
Poſt. A Roman, | 

Who had not been drooping here, if [Seconds 


2 Cap. Lay Hands on him; a Dog, 


What Crows have peck'd them here; he brags his Service 
As it he were of Note; bring him to th' King, Is 
Van! 


Enter 
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Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Piſanio, 
and Roman Captives. Ihe Captains preſent Poſthum 
to Cy mbeline, who delivers him over to a Goaler. | 


SCENE UI. A Prin. 


Enter Poſthumus, and two Goalers. 


1 Goal. You ſhall not now be ſtoln, you have locks upon you; 

So graze, as you find Paſture. 
2 Goal. Ay, or a Stomach, Exeunt Goalers. 
Poſt. Moft welcome Bondage; for thou art a way, 

J think, to Liberty; yet am ] better 
Than one that's ſick o'th' Gout, ſince he had rather 
Groan ſo in perpetuity, than be cur d 
By th' ſure Phyſician, Death; who is the Key 
T' unbar theſe Locks. My Conſcience, thou art fetter'd 
More than my Shanks, and Wriſts; you good Gods give me 
The penitent Inſtrument to pick that Bolt, 
Then free for ever. Is't enough I am ſorry ? 
So Children temporal Fathers do appeaſe; 
Gods are more full of Mercy. Muſt I repent, 
I cannot do it better than in Gyves, 
Deſir'd, more than conſtrain'd; te fatisfie h 
If of niy Freedom tis the main part, take 
No ſtricter render of me, than my All. 
I know you are more clement than vile Men, 
Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 
A ſixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement; that's not my Deſire, 
For Imogen's dear Life, take mine, and though 
"Tis not ſo dear, yet 'tis a Life; you coin d it; 
Teen Man, _ Man, they weigh not eyery ſtamp; 
Though light, take Pieces for the ** ſake, 
You rather, mine being yours; and ſo, great Powers, 
It you will take this Audit, take this Lite, 
And cancel thoſe old Bonds. Oh 1nogen! 
Vl ſpzak to thee in filence, [He ſleeps, 
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Solemn Muſick: Enter as in an Apparition, Sicilius Leonatus, 
Father to Poſthumus, an old Man, attired like a Warrior, 
leading in his Hand an ancient Matron, his Wife, and Mo- 
ther to Poſthumus, with Muſick before them. Then after 
other Muſick, follow the two young Leonati, Brothers to 
Poſthumus, with Wounds as they died in the Wars. They 
circle Poſthumus round as he lyes ſleeping. 


Sici. No more thou Thunder-Mafter 
Shew thy ſpite, on mortal Flies: (xc 
With Mars fall out, with Juno chide, that thy Adulteries 
Rates, and Revenges. | 
Hath my poor Boy done ought but well, 
Whoſe Face I never ſaw? 
I dy'd whilſt in the Womb he ſtay'd, 
Attending Nature's Lawy. 
Whoſe Father then, (as Men report, 
Thou Orphans Father art) 
Thou ſhould'ſ have been, and ſhielded him 
From his Earth-vexing Smart. 
Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my Throes, 
That from me was Poſthumas ript, 
Came crying mongſt his Foes, 


A thing of pity. 


Sici. Great Nature, like his Anceſtry, 
Moulded the ſtuff fo fair; 
That he deſerv'd the praiſe o'th* World, 
As great Sicilius Heir. 
1 Bro. When once he was mature for Man, 
In Britain where was he. | 
That could ſtand up his Parallel, X 
Or Rival Object be, 
In Eye of Imogen, that beſt 
Could deem his Dignity? | 
Moth. With Marriage therefore was h: mockt 
To be exil'd, and thrown 
From Leonati Seat, and caſt 
From her his deareſt ene: 
Sweet Imogen! 
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Sici. Why did you ſuffer Iachimo, 3 
Slight thing of 7raly, * 7 5 

To taint his noble Heart and Brain | 
With needleſs Jealouſie, | 

And to become the geek and ſcorn | 

O'th* other's Villany? : 
2 Bro. For this, from ſtiller Seats we came, 
Our Parents, and us twain, P 5 

That ſtriking in our Country's cauſe, 

Fell bravely, and were lain, 
Our Fealty, and Tenantius right, | 
With Honour to maintain. | 
1 Bro. Like hardiment Poſthumus hath 5 
Jo Cymbeline perform'd ; | 
Then Fupiter, thou King of gods, . 
Why haſt thou thus adjourn'd, f 
The Graces for his Merits due, 
Being all to doleurs turn'd? 
Sici. Thy Cryſtal Window ope; look out; 
No longer exerciſe, 
Upon a valiant Race, thy harſh 
| And potent Injuries. 
Moth. Since, Fupiter, our Son is good, 
Take off his Miſeries. 
Sici. Peep through thy Marble Manſion, hel 
Or we poor Ghoſts will cry | 
To th' ſhining Synod of the reſt, | 
Againſt thy Deity. r 
2 Breth. Help, Jupiter, or we appeal, | 
And from thy Juſtice flie. | 

Jupiter deſcends in Thunder and Lightning ſitting upon an Eagle; 
he throws a Thunder. bolt. The Ghoſts fall on their Knees. 

 Fuhit. No mofe you petty Spirits of Region low 

Offend our hearing; huſh! How dare you Ghoſts 

Accuſe the Thunderer, whoſe Bolt, you know, 

Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coaſts. - 

Poor ſhadows of Elixium, hence and reſt 

Upon your never-withering Banks of Flowers, 

Be not with mortal accidents oppreſt, 

No care of yours it is, you know tis ours. 
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Whom beſt I love, I croſs; to make my Gift, 

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, 

Your low. laid Son, our Godhead will uplift : 

His Comforts thrive, his Trials well are ſpent; 

Our Fovial Star reign'd at his Birth, and 1n 

Our Temple was he married: Rife, and fade, 

He ſhall be Lord of Lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his Affliction made. 

This Tablet lay upon his Breaſt, wherein [ Jup. drops a Tablet, 

Our Pleaſure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 

And ſo away: no farther with your din 

Expreſs Impatience, - left you ſtir up mine; ; 

Mount Eagle, to my Palace Cryſtalline. | [Afeends. 
Sici. He came in Thunder, his Cœleſtial Breath 

Was ſulphurous to ſmell ; the holy Eagle 

Stoop'd, as to foot us: his Afceriiion is 

More ſweet than our bleſt Fields; his Royal Bird 

Prunes the immortal Wing, and cloys his Beak, 

As when his God is pleas d. 
All. Thanks, Jupiter. | 

- Sith. The Marble Pavement cloſes - he is enter'd 

His radient Roof: Away, and to be bleſt 

Let us with care perform his great beheft,  [Vaniſh. 
Poſt. Sleep. thou haſt been a Grandſire, and begot © 

A Father to me: and thou haſt created | 

A Mother, and two Brothers. But, oh ſcorn! 

Gone —— they went from hence ſo ſoon as they were born; 

And fo I am awake. Poor wretches that depend | 

On Greatneſs Fayour, Dream as 1 have done, 

Wake, and find nothing, But, alas, I ſwerve: 

Many Dream not to find, neither deſerve, 

And yet are ſteep'd in Favours; ſo am! 

That have this Golden chance, and know not why: 

What Fairies haunt this Ground? a Book! Oh rare one! 

Be not, as is our fangled World, a Garment ' | © 

Nobler than that it covers. Let thy eſſects 

So follow, to be moſt unlike our Courtiers, 

As good, as promiſe. r. 
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Reads. 
WH" as the Lion's Whelp ſhall, to himſelf unknown, with- 
out ſeeking find, and be embrac'd by a piece of tender 
Air; And when from a ſtately Cedar ſhall be lopt branches, 
which being dend many years, ſhall after revive, be jointed 
to the old Stock, and freſhly grow, then ſhall Poſthumus 
end his Miſeries, Britain be Fortunate, and flouriſh in Peace 
and Plenty. | 
Tis ſtill a Dream; or elſe ſuch ſtuff as Mad- men 
, and Brain not: Tis either both, or nothing; 
Or ſenſeleſs ſpeaking, or a ſpeaking ſuch : 
As Senſe cannot untie. But what it is, 4 
The Action of my Life is like it, which 111 keep 
If but for Sympath ). ? 
Enter Goaler, 


Goal. Come, Sir, are you ready for Death? _ 
Poſt. Over- roaſted rather: ready long ago. 
Goa. Hanging is the Word, Sir, if you be ready for that, 
you are well Cookt. 
Poſt. So if I 4 a good repaſt to the Spectators, the 
Diſh pays the ſnot, | | 
Goa. A heavy reckoning for you, Sir: but the comfort is, 
you ſhall be called to no more payments, fear no more Ta- 
vern Bills, which are often the ſadneſs of parting, as the pro- 
curing of mirth; you came in taint for want of meat, depart 
reeling with too much Drink; ſorry that you have paid too 
much, and ſorry that you are paid too much; Purſe and 
Brain, both empty; the Brain the heavier, for being too 
1577 the Purſe too light, being drawn of heavineſ{s. Oh, 
of this contradiction you ſhall now be quit; Oh the charity 
of a penny Cord, it ſums up thouſands in a trice; you have 
no true Debtor, and Creditor, but it; of what's paſt, is, 
and to come, the diſcharge; your Neck, Sir, is Pen, Book, 
and Counters; ſo the Acquittance follows. 
Poſt. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live. ; 
Goa. Indeed, Sir, he that ſleeps, feels not the Tooth- Ache: 
but a Man that were to ſleep your Sleep, and a Hangman to 
help him to Bed, I think he 2 places with his 
Officer: for look you, Sir, you know not which way you 
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Poſt. Yes indeed do I, Fellow. 


' Goa. Your Death has Eyes in's Head then; I have not 
ſeen him ſo pictur d: you muſt either be directed by ſome 


that take upon them to know, or to take upon your ſelf that 


which I am ſure you do not know; or lumpthe after-en- 
quiry on your own peril; and how you ſhall tpeed in your 
Journies end, I think you'll return never to tell one. 

Poſt. I tell thee, Fellow, there are none want Eyes, to 
direct them the way I am going, but ſuch as wink, and 
will not uſe them. | 

Goa. What an infinite mock is this, that a Man ſhould 
have the beſt uſe of Eyes, to ſeek the way of blindneſs: I am 
ſure ſuch hanging's the way of winking. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Knock off his Manacles, bring your Priſoner to 


the King. 


Poſt. Thou bring'ſt good News, I am call'd to be made free. 
Goa. I'll be hang'd then. 
Poſt, Thou fhalt be then freer than a Goaler: no Bolts for 
the Dead. [ Exennt. 
Goa. Unleſs a Man would marry a Gallows, and 
young Gibbets, I never ſaw one ſo prone. Vet on my Con- 
cience, there are verier Knaves defire to live, for all he be 
a Roman: andthere be ſome of them too that die againſt 
their Wills; fo ſhould J, if I were one. I would we were 


all of one Mind, and one Mind good; O there were deſola- 


tion of Goalers and Gallowſes; 1 ſpeak againſt my preſent 
Profit, but my Wiſh hath a preſerment in't. [ Exit, 


SCENE III. Cymbeline's Tex. 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Piſanio, 
| and Lords. | 


Cym. Stand by my fide, you, whom the Gods have made 
Preſervers of my Throne: Wo is my Heart, 
That the poor Soldier that ſo richly fought, 
Whoſe Rags ſham'd gilded Arms, whole naked Breaſt 
Stept before Targets of proof, cannot be found: 
He ſhall be happy that can find him, if 
Our Grace can make him ſo. dah wal 

Qs _ * 
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Such noble Fury in ſo poor a Thing: 
Such precious Deeds, in one that promis d nought 
But Beggary and poor Looks. 

Cym. No tidings of him? 


Pi He hath been ſearch'd among the dead, and living, 


But no trace of him. 
Cym. To my Grief, I am | 
The Heir of his Reward, which I will add 
To you, the Liver, Heart, and Brain of Britain, 


[To Bell. Guid. and Arvirag. 


By whom, I grant, ſhe lives. Tis now the time 
To ask of whence you are. Report it. 

Bel. Sir, 
In Cambria are we born, and Gentlemen: 
Further to boaſt, were neither true, nor modeſt, 
Unleſs I add, we are honell. 

Cym. Bow your Knees, 
Ariſe my Knights o'th' Battel, I create you 
Companions to our Perſon, and will fit you 
With Dignities becoming your Eftates. 

Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 

There's Buſineſs in theſe Faces: why ſo ſadly 
Greet you our Victory? you look like the Romans, 
And not o'th' Court of Britain. 

Cor. Hall, great King; 
To {bur your Happineis, I muſt report 
The Queen is dead. 

Cym. Whom worſe than a Phyſician 
Would this Report become; but I conſider, 
My Med'cine Life may be prolong'd, yet Death 
Will ſeize the Doctor too. How ended ſhe? 

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her ſelf, 
Which, being cruel to the World, concluded 


' Moſt cruel to her ſelf. What ſhe confeſt, 


I will report ſo pleaſe you. Theſe her Women 
Can trip me, if I err; who with wet Cheeks 


Were preſent when ſhe fintſh'd. 
Cym. Prithee ſay. 


Cor. Firſt, ſhe confeſs d ſhe never loy'd you; only 
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Affected Greatneſs got by you, not you: | 
Married your Royalty, was Wife to your Place, A 
Abhorr'd your Perſon, 
Cym. She alone knew this: 
And but ſhe ſpoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her Lips in opening it. Proceed. | 
Cor. Your Daughter, whom ſhe bore in Hand to loye 
With ſuch Integrity, ſhe did conft ſs. | 
Was a Scorpion to her ſight, whoſe Life, 
But that her flight prevented it, ſhe had 
Ta'en off by Poiſon. 
Cyw. O molt delicate Fiend! 
Who 1s't can read a Woman? is there more? 
Cor. More, Sir, and worſe. She did confeſs ſhe had 
For you a mortal Mineral, which being took. 
Should by the minute feed on Life, and lingring, 
By Inches waſte you. In which time, ſhe purpos d 


By watching, weeping, tendance, kiſſing, to 


Oercome you with her ſhew ; yes, and in time, 
When ſhe had fitted you w th her Craft, to work 
Her Son into th' Adoption of the Crown: 
But failing of her End by his ſtrange ablence, 


Grew ſhameleſs deſperate, open'd, in deſpight 


Of Heav'n, and Men, her purpoſes: repented 
The Evils ſhe hatch'd, were not effected: ſo 
Deſpairing, dy d. 
Om. Heard you all this, her Women? 
| Lady. We did, fo pleaſe your Highneſs, 
Cym. Mine Eyes 
Were not in fault, for ſhe was beautiful: 


Mine Ears that heard ber Flattery, nor my Heart, * 


That thought her like her ſeeming. It had been vicious 

To have miſtruſted her: yet, O my Daughter! 

That it was folly in me, thou may'ſt {ay, - 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heav'n mend all. 

Enter Lucius, lachimo, and other Roman Priſoners, Leona- 
. tus behind, and Imogen. 

Thou com'ſt not, Caius, now for Tribute, that 

The Britains have rac'd out, though with the loſs 

Of many a bold one; whole Ki have made ſuit 
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That their good Souls may be appeas d, with ſlaughter 
Of you their Captives, which our ſelf have granted, 
So think of your Eſtate, 
Luc. Conhder, Sir, the chance of War; the Day 
Was yours by Accident: had it gone with us, 
We ſhould not when the Blood was cool, have threatned 
Our Priſoners with the Sword. But fince the Gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our Lives 
May be call'd Ranſome, let it come: ſufficeth, 
A Roman, with a Reman's Heart can ſuffer : 
Luguſtus lives to think on't; and ſo much 
For my peculiar Care, This one thing only 
] will entreat, my Boy, a Britain born, 
Let him be ranſom'd: never Maſter had 
A Page ſo kind, fo duteous, diligent, 
So tender over his Occaſions, true, 
So feat, ſo Nurſe-like; let his Virtue join 
With my Requeſt, which l' make bold, your Highnefs 
Cannot deny : he hath done no Britain harm, 
Thr-ugh he hack ſerv'd a Roman. Save him, Sir, 
And {pare no Blood b-ſide. - 
Om. I have ſurcly ſcen him; 
Bis Favour is familiar to me: Boy, 
Thou haſt look d thy ſelf into my grace, : 
And art mine own, I krow not why, nor wherefore; 
To ſay, live Boy: neer thank thy Maſter, live; 
And ask of Cymbeline what Boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my Bour.ty, and thy ſtate, I'll give it: 
Yea, though thou. do demand a Priſoner, . 
The Nebleſt ta'en. | 
Imo. I humbly thank your Highneſs, 
"Luc. I do not bid thee beg my Life, good Lad, 
And yet I know thou wilt. 
Ino. No, no, lack, | 
There's other work in Hand; I ſee a thing 
Bitter to me as Death; your Life, good Maſter, | 
Muſt ſhuffle for it ſelf. | 
Luc. The Boy diſdains me, 
He leaves me, ſcorns me: briefly die their Joys, 
That place them on the truth of Girls, and Boys, 
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Why ſtands he ſe perplext? 

Cym. What wouldſt thou, Boy? | 
I love thee more and more: think more and more, 
What's beſt to ask. Know'ſt him thou look'ſt on? ſpeak, 
Wilt have him live? Is he thy Kin? thy Friend? 

Imo. He is a Roman, no more Kin to me, : 
Than I to your Highneſs, who being born your Vaſlal 

Am ſomething nearer. _ | 

pm. Wherefore eye'ſt thou him fo? 

Imo. I tell you, Sir, in private, if you pleaſe 
To give me hearing. ; | ; 

m. Ay, with all my Heart, 
And lend my beſt Attention, What's thy Name? 

Imo. Fidele, Sir. | 

Cvm. Thou'rt my good Youth, my Page, 


ul be thy Maſter: walk with me, ſpeak freely. 


Bel. Is not this Boy reviv'd from Death ? 
Arv. One Sand another f 
Not more reſembles that ſweet Roſie Lad, 
Who dy'd, and was Fidele: what think you? 
- Guid. The ſame dead thing alive. 
Bel. Peace, peace, ſee further; he Eyes us not, forbear, 
Creatures may be alike: were't he, I am ſure 
He would have ſpoke to us. | 
Guid. But we ſaw him dead. | 
Bel. Be ſilent: let's ſee further. | 
Piſ. It is my Miſtreſs: | LOT [Afide; 
Since ſhe is living, let the time run on, f 
To good, or bad. | 
Cym. Come, ſtand thou by our fide, * 
Make thy Demand aloud. Sir, ſtep you forth, [ID Iach. 
Give anſwer to this Boy, and do it freely, . 
Or by our Greatneſs, and the grace of it 
Which is our Honour, bitter Torture ſhall . 
Winnow the Truth from Falſhood. On, ſpeak to him. 
Ino. My Boon is, that this Gentleman may tender 
Of whom he had this Ring. 
Poſt. What's that to him? | 
m. That Diamond upon your Finger, ſay 
How came it por 


Tach, 
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Iach. Thou'lt torture me to leave unſpoken, that 
Which to be ſpoke would torture thee. | 

Cym. How? me? 

lach. I am glad to be conſtrain'd to utter that 

Which torments me to conceal. By Villany 
I got this Ring; twas Leonatas jewel, [thee, 
Whom thou didſt baniſh: and, which more may grieye 
As it doth me, a Nobler Sir ne'er liv'd | 
Twixt Sky and Ground. Wilt. thou hear more, my Lord? 

Cym. All that belongs to this. : | 

lach. That Paragon, thy Daughter, | 
For whom my Heart drops Blood, and my falſe Spirits 
Quail to remember. Give me leave, I faint — [S wounds. 

My Daughter, what of her? Renew thy Strength, 

I had rather thou ſhouldſt live, while Nature will, 
Than die ere I hear more: ſtrive Man, and ſpeak, 

Iach. Upon a time, unhappy was the Clock 
That ſtruck the Hour, it was in Rome, accurs'd 
The Manſion where, twas at a Feaſt, oh would 
Our Viands had been poiſon d! or at leaſt 
Thoſe which I heav'd to head: the good Poſthumu: 
What ſhould I ſay? he was too good to be | 
Where ill Men were, and was the beſt of all f 
Amongſt the rar'ſt of good ones. fitting ſadly, 


Hearing us praiſe our Loves of 27 
For Beauty, that made barren the ſwell'd boaſt 


Of him that beſt could ſpeak; for Feature, laming 
The Shrine of Venus, or ſtraight-pight Minerva, 
Poſtures, beyond brief Nature; 15 Condition, 
A Shop of all the qualities, that Man 
Loves Woman for, beſides that hook of Wiving, 
Fairneſs, which ſtrikes the Eye 
m | ſtand on Fire. Come to the matter. 
Iach. All too ſoon J ſhall, 
© Valeſs thou wouldſt grieve quickly. This Pothumns, 
Moſt like a noble Lord, in loye, and one | 
That had a Royal Lover, took his hint, 
And, not diſpraiſing whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as calm as Virtue, he began 


His Miſtreſs Picture, which by Ins Tongue, being mad 2 
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And then a Mind put in't, either our Brags 
Were crack'd in Kitching - Trulls, or bis Deſcription 
Prov'd us unſpeaking Sots. 

Cym. Nay, nay, to th' purpoſe, 

Iach. Your Daughter's Chaſtity; there it begins: 
He ſpake of her, as Dian had hot Dreams, 

And ſhe alone were cold; whereat, I Wretch 
Made ſcruple of his Praiſe, and wag'd with him 
Pieces of Gold, gainſt this, which then ke wore 
Upon his Honour d Finger; to attain 

In ſuir the place of's Bed, and win this Ring, 

By hers and mine Adultery; he, true Knight, 

No leſſer of her Honour confident 

Than I did truly find her, ſtakes this Ring, 

And would ſo, had it been a Carbuncle 

Of Pharbus Wheel; and might ſo ſafely, had it | 
Been all the worth of's Car. Away to Britain 
Poſt I in this deſign: well may you, Sir, 
Remember me at Court, where I was taught, 

Of your chaſte Daughter, the wide difference 

*Twixt Amorous, and Villainous. Being thus quench'd 

Of hope, not longing ; mine 1:alian Brain, 

Gan in your duller Britain operate 

Moſt vilely : for my Vantage excellent, 

And to be brief, my practice fo prevail'd 

That I return'd with ſimular proof enough, 

To make the Noble Leonatus mad, 

By wounding his belief- in her Renown, 

With Tokens thus, and thus; averring Notes 

Of Chamber- Hanging, Pictures, this her Bracelet 

(Oh cunning bow I got it) nay ſome Marks 

Of ſecret on her Perſon, that he could not 

But think her Bond of Chaſtity quite crack'd, 

I having ta'en the forfeit ; whereupon, 

Methinks I 1 — — 

Poſt. Ay, ſo thou do'ſt, Coming forwar 
Italian Fiend! Ay me, moſt credulous 10 W 
Egregious Murtherer, Thief, any thing 
That's due to all the Villains paſt, in being, l 
To come Oh give me Cord, Knife or Poiſen, 
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Some upright Juſticer. Thou King, ſend out 
For Torturers ingenious ; it is [ 
That all th' abhorred things o'th' Earth amend, | 
By being worſe than they. I am Poſthumus, 
That kill'd thy Daughter: Villain-like, I ie, 
That caus'd a leſſer Villain than my ſelf, 
A ſacrilegious Thief to dot. The Temple 
Of Virtue was ſhe; yea, and ſhe her ſelf. 
Spit, and throw Stones, caſt Myre upon me, ſet 
The Dogs o'th' Street to bait me: every Villain 
Be call'd Poſthumus Leonatus, and 
| Be Villainy leſs than twas. Oh Imogen! 
My Queen, my Lite, my Wife! oh Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen | 
Imo. Peace, my Lord, hear, hear 
-» Poſt, Shall's have a Play of this? 
Piſ. Oh Gentlemen, help, „ 
Mine and your Miſtreſs— Oh, my Lord Poſihumus! 
You ne er kill'd Imogen till now — help, help, 
Mine honour'd Lady - —- 

Cym Does the World go rcund? 

Poſt. How come theſe Staggers on me? 

Piſ. Wake, my Miſtreſs, | 

Cym. lf this be ſo, the Gods do mean to ſtrike me 
To death with mortal Joy. | 701 

Pif. How fares my Miſtreſs. 

Imo. Oh get thee from my fight, | 
Thou gav'ſt me Poiſon: dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princes are. 

Cym. The tuneiof Imogen. 

Pif. Lady, theGodsthrow Stones of Sulphur on me, if 
That Box I gay@you, was not thought by me a 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queen, | 

Cym. New matter ſtill, - F 17 
Ino. It poiſon'd me. | 
Con Oh Gods! © 
I left out one thing which the Queen confeſs'd, 
Which muſt approve thee honeſt. If Piſanio 
Have, ſaid ſhe, given his Miſtreſs that Conſection f 
dt 8 Which 


Thou ſcornful Page, there lie thy part. [Striking her, ſhe falls, 


If a, , wv. e 
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Which J gave him for Cordial, ſhe is ſery d, 


As I would ſerve a Rat. 7 
Om. What's this, - Cornelius? 8 | 
Corn. The Queen, Sir, very oft.importun'd me 

To temper Poiſons for: her; ſtill pretending | 

The ſatisfaQtion of her Knowledge, only 

In killing Creatures vile, as Cats and Dogs 

Of no eſteem; 1 dreading, that her purpoſe 

Was of more danger, did compound for her , 

A certain ſtuff, whick being ta en, would ſeize _-, 

The preſent power of Life, but in-ſhort time. 

All Offices of Nature ſhould again 

Do their due Functions. Have you ta en of it? 

Imo. Moſt like I did, for I was dead. 

Bel. My Boys, there was our Error. 

Guid. This is ſure Fidele. | 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedd:d Lady from you? 

Think that you are upon a Rock, and now 

Throw me again. | 
Poſt. Hang there like Fruit, my Soul, 

*Ti!l the Tree die. es 
Cym, How now, my Fleſh? my Child? _ 

WI at, mak'ſt thou me a Dullard in this AA? 

Wilt thou not ſpeak to me? | | 
Imo. Your Blefling, Sir.  [Kneeling, 
Bel. Tho? you did love this Youth, I blame you not, 

You had a Motive for't. | R 
Om My Tears that fall 

Prove Holy-water on thee; Imogen, 

Thy Mother's dead. 

Imo. I am ſorry for't, my Lord. | 
Cym. Oh, ſhe was naught; and long of her it was 

That we meet here ſo ſtrangely ; but her Son 

Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Piſ. My Lord, bs an | 

Now fear is from me. T'll ſpeak truth. Lord Claren, 

U-on my Lady's miſſing, eame to me * . 

With his Sword drawn, foam'd at the Mouth, and ſwore 

If 1 diſcover'd not which way the was gone, 

It was my inſtant Death. By accident 
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1 had a feigned Letter of my Maſter's 
Then in my Pocket, which directed her 
To ſeek him on the Mountains near to Milford, 
Where in a frenzy, in my Maſter's Garments, 
Which he inforc'd from me, away he poſts 
With unchaſt purpoſe, and with Oath to violate 
My Lady's Honour; what became of him, 
I further know not. 25 
Guid. Let me end the Story; I flew him there. 
Cym. Marry, the Gods foretend. 9 
I would not thy good Deeds ſhould from my Lips 
Pluck a hard Sentence: Prithee valiant Youth | 
Z OR 
Guid. I have ſpoke it, and I did it. 
Om. He was a Prince. | 
Guid. A moſt incivil one. The Wrongs he did me- 
Were nothing Prince-like; for he did provoke me 
With Language that would make me ſpurn the Sea, 
If it could fo roar to me. I cut of's Head, 
And am right glad e 1s not ſtanding here. 
To tell this Tale of mine. JENS 
m. I am ſorry for thee; | 
By thine own, Tongue thou art condemn'd, and muſt 
Endure our Law;.thowrt dead, © 


Imo. That headleſs: Man I thought had been my Lord. 


Om. Bind the Offender, 
And take bim from our Preſence. 

Bel. Stay, Sir King, © Fe Bod 
This Man is better than the Man he flew, 
As well deſcended as thy ſelf, and hath | 
More of thee merited, than a Band of Clotens 
Had ever ſcar for. Let his Arms alone, 
They were not born for Bondage. 

Cym. Why old Soldier, | 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for. 
By taſting of our Wrath? how of Deſcent 
eee e 

Arv. In than he ſpake too far. 
Om. And thou ſhalt die for't. 

Bel. We Will die all three, 


| 
| 
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But I will prove that two on's are as good 
As I have given out of him. Sons, I muſt, 
For mine own Part, unfold a dangerous. Speech, 
Though haply well for you. | 

Arv. Your Danger's ours. 

Guid. And our good his, 


Bel. MHave at it then, by leave 1 


Thou hadſt, great King, a Subject, who 
Was call d Bellar ius. | : 
Om. What of him? he is a baniſh'd Frattor. 
Bel. He it is that hath 
Aſſum'd this Age; indeed a baniſh'd Man, 
I know not how a Traitor. 
Cym. Take him hence, 
The whole World ſhall not ſave him. & 
Bel. Not too hot; 
Firſt pay me for the Nurſing of thy Sons, 
And let it be confiſcate all, 2 ſoon 
As I have receiv d it, 
Om. Nurſing of my Sons? | | 
Bel. I am too blunt, and ſawcy; here's my Knee: 
Ere J ariſe, I will prefer my Sons, 
Then ſpare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, 
Theſe two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 
And think they are my Sons, are none of mine, 
They are the Iſſue of your Loins, my Liege, 
And Blood of your begetting. 
Cym. How? my Iſſue? - 3 
Bel. So ſure as you, your Father's: I, old Morgan, 
Am that Bellarius, whom you ſometime baniſh'd; 
Your Pleaſure was my near Offence. my Puniſhment, 
Ic felf, and all my Treaſon that 1 ſuffer'd, 
Was all the harm I did. Theſe gentle Princes, 
For ſuch, and fo they are, theſe twenty Years 
Have I train'd up; thoſe Arts they have, as I 
Could put into them. My Breeding was, Sir, 
As your Highneſs knows; their Nurſe Euriphile, 
Whom for the Theft 1 wedded, ftole theſe Children 
Upon my Baniſhment: I mey'd her to't, 


Having 
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Having receiv'd the Puniſhment before 


For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyalty, 
Excited me to Treaſon. Their dear Loſs, 
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it ſhap'd 
Unto my End of ftealing them. But gracious Sir, 
Here are your Sons again; and I muſt loſe E 
Two of the ſweet'ſt Companions in the World. 
The Benediction of theſe covering Heay'ns 
Fall on their Heads like Dew, for they are worthy 
To in-lay Heay'ns with Stars. 
Cym. Thou weep'ſt, and ſpeak'ft: 
The Service that you three have done, is more | 
Unlike, than this thou tell'ſt. I loſt my Children 
If theſe be they, I know not how to wiſh 
A pair of worthier Sons. 
Bel. Be pleas d a while —— - 
This Gentleman, whom I call Polidore, | 
Moſt worthy Prince, as yours, is true Guiderius: | 
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, Arviragus, 
Your younger Frincely Son; he, Sir, was lapt 
In a moſt curious Mantle, wrought by th' Hand 
Of his Queen Mother, which for more probation 
I can with eaſe produce. | : 
Cym. Guiderius had 
Upon his Neck a Mole, a ſanguine Star, 
It was a Mark of Wonder. 
Bel. This is he; A 
Who hath upon him ftill that natural Stamp: 
It was wiſe Nature's End, in the Donation, 
To be his Evidence now. 
Cym. Oh, what am I 
A Mother to the Birth of three? Ne'er Mother 
Rejoic'd deliverance more; bleſt may you be, 
That after this ſtrange Starting from your Orbs, 
You may reign in them now: Oh Imogen, 
Thou haſt loſt by this a Kingdom. 
Imo. No, my Lord: 
I have got two Worlds by't. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Have we thus met? Oh never fay hereafter 


% 


But 


/ ./ err dt oe 
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But 


Hath to it circumſtantial Branches, which 


' The Soldier that did Company theſe three 
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But I am trueſt Speaker. You call'd me Brother 
When I was but your Siſter: I yay Brother, 
When ye were ſo indeed. | 

Jm. Did you e er meet? 

Arv. Ay, my good Lord. 

Gui. And at firſt meeting lov'd, 

Continu'd fo, until we thought he died. 

Corn. By the Queen's Dram ſhe ſwallow'd. 

Cym. O rare Inſtinct! | | 
When ſhall I hear all through? this fierce Abridgment 
Diſtinction ſhould be rich in. Where? how liv'd youꝰ 
And when came you to ſerve our Roman Captive? 
How parted with your Brothers? How firſt met them ? 
Why fled you from the Court? And whether theſe ? 
hub your three Motives to the Battel; with 
I know not how much more ſhould be demanded, 
And all the other by Dependances 
From Chance to Chance? But not the Time, nor Place 
Will ſerve our long Interrogatories. See, 

Poſthumus Anchors upon Imogen; 

And ſhe, like harmleſs Lightning, throws her Eye 

On him, Her Brothers, me, her Maſter, hitting 

Each Object with a Joy: The Counter-change 

Is ſeverally in all. Let's quit this Ground, 

And ſmoak the Temple with our Sacrifices. | 
Thou art my Brother, ſo we'll hold thee ever. [ToBel 

Imo. You are my Mother too, and did relieve me, 
To ſee this gracious Seaſon ! | 

Om. All o'er-joy'd - | 
Save theſe in Bonds, let them be joyful too, 

For they ſhall taſte our Comfort. * 

Imo. My good Maſter, I will yet do ice. 

Luc. —— be you. 29 8 ue 

Cym. The forlorn Soldier that ſo nobly fought 
He would have well becom'd this place, and grac'd _ 


The Thankings of a King. 


Poſt. I am, Sir 


[n 


* 
- 
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In poor beſeeming: Twas a fitment for 
The Purpoſe I then follow'd, That I was he, 
Speak, Iachimo, 1 had you down, and might 
Have made your finiſh, 
Iach. I am down again: 
But now my heavy Conſcience links my Knee, | 
As then your Force did. Take that Life, beſeech you, 
Which I ſo often owe: But your Ring firſt, _— 
And here your Bracelet of the trueſt Princeſs 
That ever {wore her Faith. | 
. _ Poſs. Kneel not to me: | 
The Power that I have on you, is to ſpare you: 
The Malice towards you, to forgive you. Live, 
And deal with others better. 
Cym. Nobly doom'd: 
We'll learn our Freeneſs of a Son-in-Law; 
Pardon's the Word to all. 
- rv. You holp us, Sir, v7 
As you did mean indeed to be our Brother, 
Joy d are we, that you are. | 4 
Poſt. Your Servant, Princes. Good my Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Soothſayer: As I flept, methought 
Great Jupiter upon his Eagle back d 
Appear'd to me, with other ſprightly ſhews 
Of mine own Kindred. When I wak d, 1 found 
This Label on my Boſom; whoſe containing 
Is ſo from Senſe in hardneſs,” that I can 
Make no Collection of it. Let him ſhew 
His skill in the Conſtruction. 
Luc. F hilarmonus. 80 g 
Sooth. Here, my good Lord: 
Luc. Read, and declare the Meaning. 
he Reads. 1 
HEN as a Liows Whelp ſhall, to himſelf unknown, 
without ſeeking find, and be embrac'd by a piece of 
tender Air; and when from a ſtately Cedar ſhall be lopt 
Branches, which being dead many Years, ſhall after revive, 


be jointed to the old Stock, and freſhly grow, then ſhall Poſt- 
humus 
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humus end his Miſeries, Britain be Furtunate, und flouriſh 


in Peace and Plenty. - T7 


Thou, Leonatus, art the Lion's Whelp | 
The fit and apt Conſtruction of thy Name 


= 
Being Leonatus, doth import ſo much: 


The piece of tender Air, thy Virtuous Daughter, 


Which we call Mollis Aer, and Mollis Aer 
We term it Mulier: Which Mulier I divine 
Is this moſt conſtant Wife, who even now 


| Anſwering the Letter of the Oracle, 


— 


Unknown to you, unſought, were clipt about 
With this mal render Air, 

Cym. This hath ſome ſeeming. "= 
Sooth. The lofty Cedar, Royal Cymbeline, 
Perſonates thee; and thy lopt Branches, point 
Thy two Sons forth: Who by Bellarius ſtoll'n, 

For many Years thought dead, are now reviv'd, 

To the Majeftick Cedar join'd; whoſe Iſſue 
Promiſes Britain, Peace and Plenty, 
m. Well, 
My Peace we will begin: And Caius Lucius, 
Although the Victor, we ſubmit to Ceſar, 
And to the Roman Empire; promiſing 
To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were diſſuaded by our wicked Queen, 
Whom Heav'ns in juſtice both on her, and hers, 
Have laid moſt heavy Hand. | 
Sooth. The Fingers of the Powers above, do tune 
The Harmony of this Peace: The Viſion 
Which I made known to Lucius ere the Stroke 
Of this yet ſcarce· cold Battel, at this inſtant 
Is full accempliſh'd: For the Roman Eagle 
From South to Weſt; on Wing ſoaring aloft 
Leflen'd her ſelf, and in the Beams o'th* Sun 
So vaniſh'd; which fore-ſhew'd our Princely Fag'e, 
Th' Imperial Cæſar, ſhould again unite 
His Favour, with the Radiant Cymbeline, 
Which ſhines here in the Weſt, 


Cym, 


* 
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Cym. Laud we the Gods: 

And let our crooked Smoaks climb to their Noſtrils 
From our bleſt Altars. Publiſh we this Peace 

To all our Subjects. Set we forward: let 

A Rogpan, and a Britiſh Enſign wave 

Friendly together; ſo through Lud's Town march, 
And in-the Temple of great Jupiter 

Our Peace we'll ratifie. Seal it with Feaſts. 

Set on there: Never was a War did ceaſe 

Ere bloody Hands were waſh'd, with ſuch a Peace. 
9 Wa Exeunt omnes. 


The End of the Seventh Volume. 
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